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i. Flight of Doom 


THE BIG JET plane was just a speck of winking 
light over the dark, lonely Caribbean Sea. Its 
four engines purred smoothly. Lyman Delacorte 
was able to relax for the first time in four days. 
The meeting of the Organization of American 
States in Mexico City had been one of the busiest 
sessions he had ever attended, but the results 
had been gratifying. 
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Delacorte was the United States Ambassador 
to Terra Costa, largest of the twin island re- 
publics of Terra Costa and Nova Costa in the 
Caribbean. For years the island had been ruled 
by a dictator. Eventually he had been overthrown 
and murdered in a bloody revolution. Chaos and 
anarchy had reigned for a time, until a United 
Nations’ task force intervened. The UN had 
partitioned the island into two democratic repub- 
lics. Free elections were held in both countries 
to choose a President and a legislature. In the 
four years since the revolution, the Costas had 
achieved remarkable prosperity and made great 
strides in education. 

Their most remarkable achievement, in Dela- 
corte’s opinion, was the completion of the big 
Santoz-Phillipe Dam, a joint enterprise of the 
two countries made possible by financial and 
technological assistance from the United States. 
Lyman Delacorte was proud of the part he had 
played in getting the project started. The most 
favorable site for the island dam was a deep 
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valley on Terra Costa’s side of the border, into 
which drained a half dozen of the island’s largest 
rivers from the highlands, 

At first the Nova Costan legislature had balked 
at investing capital in a dam that was outside its 
nation’s border. The Terra Costan legislature 
didn’t like the idea of sharing title to the dam 
with Nova Costa. The Terra Costan politicians 
said it was exactly the same thing as handing 
over an important part of their territory to the 
sister nation. 

Lyman Delacorte had shuttled back and forth 
between the two capitals for months, trying to 
persuade both sides that the great benefits a dam 
would give to the whole island would far out- 
weigh whatever petty objections they might have. 
His persuasive powers had finally won them 
over. 

Now, only six months old, the Santoz-Phillipe 
Dam, named in honor of the two Presidents who 
had approved its construction, was producing 
more electric power than the island would be 
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able to use for the next fifty years. It was respon- 
sible for the rapid industrialization of Terra Costa 
and Nova Costa. 

At the recent OAS meeting in Mexico City it 
was revealed that the economic expansion of the 
Costas topped that of any other Latin American 
country. 

President Leopold Santoz and his counterpart, 
President Alberto Phillipe, had stood on the 
podium, hands clasped and beaming proudly, to 
receive a standing ovation from the other OAS 
representatives attending the meeting. 

When they adjourned, Santoz had invited 
Ambassador Delacorte to fly back to Cortez, the 
capital of Terra Costa, in his private jet. 

“It is you who deserved to be up on that plat- 
form receiving the applause,” he had said, putting 
an arm around Delacorte’s broad shoulders. “My 
good friend, I think you are even more respected 
by our people than I am.” 

Delacorte laughed. “Maybe when your term is 
over I'll run for President.” 
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“You would win, too.” 

“TI settle for that ride in your jet back to 
Cortez,” Delacorte joked. 

The presidential jet winged through the starry 
night while the Ambassador and the President 
dozed in their reclining chairs. Sitting around 
them were a dozen Terra Costan security guards 
and the President’s personal secretary. Some of 
them were sleeping. Others played cards, smoked, 
and drank coffee. 

Abruptly Delacorte sensed a change in the 
sound of the plane’s engines. The motion was 
different, too. He came fully awake and peered 
out the glass port at his side. The exhausts were 
breathing fire into the darkness. The black, empty 
sea below them looked alarmingly close. 

“What’s going on?” Delacorte exclaimed as he 
saw the cumbersome landing flaps slide back from 
the wing. He reached over and grasped the Presi- 
dent’s arm. 

“Your Excellency, we seem to be coming 


down now!” 
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President Santoz shook his head to clear it 
and yawned. He looked at his wristwatch. “That 
is impossible. We will not reach Terra Costa 
until four a.m. We have two hours of flying time 
left.” 

Delacorte pointed out the window. “See for 
yourself. We’ve cut back our speed. The landing 
flaps are down. We're losing altitude rapidly.” 

Santoz was alarmed now, too. He turned and 
spoke in rapid Spanish to two of his security men 
across the aisle. They sprang up and hurried for- 
ward toward the cockpit. Delacorte noted that 
their hands were on the snub-nosed pistols hol- 
stered on their belts. 

They pushed through the door separating the 
control section from the passengers’ cabin. There 
was no light in the cockpit except for the luminous 
green glow from the radar screen on the control 
panel and a small shaded lamp above the flight 
engineer’s chart board. The engineer glanced up 
briefly at the guards and hunched over his charts 
once more. 
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They went past him and stood behind the pilot 


and copilot. 

“Why are we coming down?” one of them 
growled. “Is there something wrong with the 
plane?” 

The pilot and the copilot turned their heads 
slowly and looked up at the guards. Their faces 
were smooth and serene in the eerie glow of the 
radar screen. They said nothing. 

“What is going on here?” the guard demanded 
angrily. He grabbed the pilot’s shoulder roughly 
and drew his pistol. “Answer me!” 

In back of them the flight engineer opened a 
drawer under his chart board and took out an 
object that resembled an emergency flare gun. 
Unhurriedly he swung about in his swivel seat 
and pointed the gun at the guards. 

The security men were covering the pilot and 
copilot with their revolvers. “This is your last 
chance to answer me,” the first guard said to the 
pilot. 

They were his last words. 
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The pilot’s eyelids flickered at the flight engi- 
neer. The engineer squeezed the trigger of his 
strange-looking weapon. There was a faint hum- 
ming sound in the cockpit, and a thin beam of 
brilliant light streaked out of the gun’s muzzle, 
striking one of the guards in the middle of his 
back. He turned the gun on the second guard. 
The blinding beam shot out again. 

For an instant the two men stood like statues 
as their bodies were quickly enveloped by a 
phosphorescent fire resembling the St. Elmo’s 
fire that dances in the wake of ships at night and 
around flying airplanes. 

Pilot, copilot, and flight engineer watched the 
phenomenon with bored disinterest. The strange 
fire glowed ever more intensely until the two 
guards appeared to lose their human identity and 
were transformed into two blazing columns. Then 
the fire diminished suddenly, flickered, and went 
out. Where the security guards had been standing, 
there were two unrecognizable, monstrous-look- 
ing things twisted on the floor. They vaguely 
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resembled Egyptian mummies wasted to dust by 
the centuries, The plane shook as it hit an air 
pocket, and they crumbled away into nothing. 

The pilot unbuckled his safety belt and stood 
up. “You take over,” he said to the copilot. He 
nodded at the flight engineer. “Come with me.” 

From inside his flying jacket he drew out a gun 
like the one the flight engineer held. Together 
they stepped through the door into the passen- 
gers’ cabin. The guns were pressed out of sight 
against their legs as they walked slowly back up 
the aisle to where the President and the American 
Ambassador were seated. 

President Santoz stared at their serene faces in 
surprise. 

“I don’t know these men,” he said to the Am- 
bassador. “They are not members of my crew.” 

“Perhaps it was a last-minute change,” Dela- 
corte said anxiously. “We did get away late, and 
there was a great deal of excitement at the airport, 
what with so many delegates leaving on special 


flights.” 
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“No need for alarm, sir,” the pilot said respect- 
fully to the President. “Minor trouble in engine 
number four. We’re going to make an emergency 
landing.” 

“Emergency landing!” Delacorte exclaimed. 
“Why, there’s nothing down there but water!” 

“You're mistaken, sir,” the pilot said, smiling. 

“No! Something is wrong!” President Santoz 
sprang to his feet. “It’s a plot! A rebel plot to 
kidnap me!” He screamed at the security men. 
“Seize these men!” 

The remaining four guards scrambled up, pull- 
ing at their pistols. Calmly the pilot and flight 
engineer raised their own weapons. The beams 
of dazzling light shot out. Delacorte and Santoz 
shielded their eyes from the painful glare. 

The four security guards were paralyzed as the 
weird fire raged over their bodies. Delacorte and 
the President uncovered their eyes and looked on 
in horror as the stricken men melted away into 
nothing. 

“They are devils!” the President whispered in 
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awe. He crossed himself and began to pray in 
Spanish. 

“That’s ridiculous!” the Ambassador scoffed. 
“They’re foreign agents with some kind of secret 
weapons!” 

He stepped out into the aisle and confronted 
the pilot and flight engineer belligerently. “You'll 
answer for this outrage to the United States gov- 
ernment! How dare you!” 

“Don’t excite yourself, Ambassador Delacorte,” 
the pilot said in a pleasant voice. He reached up 
and placed a hand on Delacorte’s shoulder. “I 
think you had better sit down. This may be a 
rough landing.” 

The Ambassador grabbed his wrist and pulled 
it aid from his shoulder. “Get your hands off 

e!” he said angrily. Then the anger drained out 
of him as he looked at the hand held up before 
his face. He was shocked at first. The smallest 
finger was deformed, stunted and twisted in 
against the palm of the pilot’s hand. It looked 
like a small claw. 
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Delacorte shuddered and let go of the man’s 
wrist. He backed away. A terrible fear seized 
him but it was not the kind of fear he would have 
felt at being threatened by plane hijackers, enemy 
agents, ordinary thugs. This was a deeper, more 
primitive fear, a fear of the unknown. “Devils” 
the President had called them. Delacorte believed 
him now. There was something inhuman about 
these creatures. He could think of them only as 
creatures. 

The pilot advanced at him with his hand out- 
stretched, the crooked little finger beckoning to 
him. He was holding out a small disk with a 
rough, quartzlike texture to its face. Delacorte 
was fascinated by the way it captured and reflected 
light. It was more dazzling than any diamond he 
had ever seen. He had the illusion of looking into 
a deep crystalline vortex, a spinning whirlpool 
of light that was sucking him down into it. 

Closer and closer it came. 

With a swift motion the pilot shoved it against 
his throat. The Ambassador’s eyeballs bulged. 
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The last thing he was aware of was the mad- 
dening echo of his own screams reverberating 
inside the small cabin. 


President Santoz’ private jetliner touched down 
on the runway of the Cortez Imperial Airport at 
precisely 4:38 a.m. Even before it had rolled to a 
halt, airport and government officials were run- 
ning toward it across the airfield. Sirens wailed 
as a cordon of military vehicles carrying soldiers 
surrounded the presidential plane. 

The unloading ramp was rolled up against the 
fuselage. The door opened. President Leopold 
Santoz stepped out, waving his hat and smiling 
for the photographers and television cameras. 

Brigadier General Jaime Manuelo, the Presi- 
dent’s military attaché and close friend, was the 
first to greet him. He hugged Santoz and kissed 
him on both cheeks. 

“Thank the good Lord you are safe, my Presi- 
dent!” he sighed with relief. “What a night you 
have given us! For almost forty minutes we had 
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no radar nor radio contact with you. We had 
almost given you up for lost!” 

The President’s smile was stiff, his movements 
slow and strained. His voice sounded different to 
the General. 

“It was a very bad flight, my friend,” he said, 
laboring over the words. “We were caught in the 
middle of a freak electrical storm. Our power 
plant failed. Also there was some trouble with one 
of the engines. We had to fly very low. Below 
radar, I suppose.” 

“That’s fantastic!” General Manuelo said. “I 
don’t understand it.” 

The American Ambassador was standing at 
the President’s side now. His smile, too, was stiff. 

“What is there to understand, General?” he 
asked. “We have arrived safely. Is that not the 
important thing?” 

“Yes, of course it is, Mr. Ambassador,” the 
General agreed. “Yes, of course. Madame Dela- 
corte will be much relieved to see you. She is 
waiting in the lounge.” 
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General Manuelo faded into the background 
as other greeters swarmed around the President. 
The General was strangely uneasy. And he had 
no idea why. 


2. Enter David Vincent 


Ir was a small, dingy hotel room in a midwestern 
city. Newspapers were stacked high along the 
walls. The bed and dresser were littered with 
clippings. In the small bathroom off one side of 
the room a young man was shaving before a 
cracked mirror. He had short brown hair, a deter- 
mined jaw, and steely eyes that reflected bulldog 
stubbornness. The scar tissue around his eyes and 
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his nose, which was bent slightly out of line, was 
a sign of the many battles David Vincent had been 
through. A fighter from the day he was born, 
David was now fighting the most important battle 
of his life. 

Above the humming of his electric razor, he 
became aware of an urgent knocking on his hotel- 
room door. He switched off the razor and walked 
back through the bedroom to the door. 

A stranger was standing out in the hall, hands 
folded in front of him. He was a tall, thin man 
wearing a black suit. His face was so gaunt that 
when he smiled he reminded David of the death’s- 
head on a bottle of iodine. 

“David Vincent?” he asked in a deep voice. 

David hesitated. He had registered at the hotel 
under the name of David Adams to avoid pub- 
licity hounds. 

Finally he answered, “Yes... . How did you 
know me?” 

The man chuckled and came into the room 


without waiting for an invitation. “I recognized 
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you in the lobby. You're one of them celebrities, 
Mr. Vincent. Im Johnny Parker. You and me 
have a lot in common.” 

David frowned and closed the door. “Is that 
sor” 

Parker looked around at the newspapers and 
the clippings on the bed. “Well, what do you run 
here, a news-clipping service?” 

“Not exactly. What do you want?” 

“I want to do you a favor.” He rubbed his hands 
together. “Guess you could use some money these 
days?” 

“I get along,” David said guardedly. 

“Look, I'll come to the point. Them flying 
saucers you're always talking about. I’ve seen 
them, too.” 

“You have?” David could not hide his interest. 

“You bet. A couple of times, out by my farm. I 
been having the same trouble as you. Nobody will 
listen to me. They think Pm a nut. But that’s 
going to change after next Saturday.” 

“Next Saturday?” 


26 THE INVADERS 


“Yep! I’m going on one of them late interview 
shows and tell what I’ve seen. A nationwide 
broadcast. The Ken Gardner Show. Maybe you've 
heard of it.” 

“I guess everybody has. But where do I fit in?” 

“I want you to be on with me. With the two of 
us, it'll carry much more weight. There’s a couple 
of hundred bucks in it apiece, too. What do you 
say?” 

David was truly excited and interested. “It’s 
worth talking about, Mr. Parker. How did you 
manage to get on this show?” 

Parker gave him a foxy wink. “Call me John- 
ny, Dave. We’re going to be good buddies. Part- 
ners. Anyway, this Gardner fellow is always look- 
ing for kooky characters to interview.” 

“Kooky characters?” David frowned. “Is that 
the way he’s going to play it? That we’re a couple 
of kooks?” 

Parker snickered. “Don’t be so touchy, boy. 
It isn’t the first time you’ve been called a kook.” 

David smiled sheepishly. “I suppose not.” 
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“The important thing is for us to say what we 
have to say to the people of the United States. 
Now, when was the first time you met up with 
them?” 

“It seems like a hundred years ago,” David said 
with bitterness. “I was on my way home one 
night. Very late. I got on the wrong road. I was 
pretty beat, so I decided to pull over to the side 
and sleep for a while.” 

Parker winked. “Sleeping off a big toot, eh?” 

“No!” David said coldly. “I was just tired. A 
loud humming noise woke me up. It was the 
saucer landing. They couldn’t see the car—I was 
parked in thick brush. But I saw them, all right.” 

“Little green men with goggle eyes and pointed 
ears,” Parker said matter-of-factly. “Just the way 
it happened to me.” 

David was annoyed. “Green men! Don’t be 
ridiculous. These aliens looked the same as you 
and I do. I went to get help, but when I got 
back, the saucer was gone. There was a car and a 
trailer parked where it had been. A couple posing 
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as campers. Naturally they denied everything I 
told the police. I knew then that they were from 
the saucer. These invaders are devilishly clever— 
far more advanced in the sciences than we here on 
Earth.” 

Parker grinned. “And for your trouble you 
were put away in the booby hatch, right?” 

“A rest sanatorium,” David admitted grimly. 
“The poor blind authorities wouldn’t listen to 
me. I was finally able to convince my partner, but 
it was too late. He paid with his life.” 

“You don’t say,” Parker said casually. “I read 
about that. According to the newspapers, he died 
of a heart attack.” 

“That’s how it looked. The aliens have this 
weapon, a disk. It can simulate heart failure or 
cerebral hemorrhage in humans.” 

“As I recall, you made a lot of trouble in some 
town.” 

“I got out of the rest home and trailed the 
campers in the trailer to this town where there 


was a big electric power plant. The invaders re- 
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quire enormous sources of electric power to sustain 
themselves in human form on this planet. To 
make a long story short, I stirred up so much pub- 
licity and curiosity that they had to abandon that 
particular beachhead.” 

“Beachhead?” Parker looked at him quiz- 
zically. 

“Yes, beachhead!” David said firmly. “I don’t 
know how long it’s going to take to make the 
United States and the rest of the world wake 
up to reality. This is war! Our world is being 
infiltrated by a dangerous guerilla army. They 
establish a beachhead here, a beachhead there. 
Unless they’re stopped before too long, they will 
have an army big enough to take over everything.” 

Parker let out a long whistle. “Boy! When we 
get on that show Saturday night, you better stick 
to the little green men with pointed ears. At least 
the audience can dig that. Let me tell you about 
them. When I saw ’em, they was friendly as all 
get-out. Invited me into their saucer for a drink 
and a snack. Real nice little folks.” 
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David was suddenly tense. He studied the 
bright feverish eyes, the hollow cheeks, the sallow 
skin. Johnny Parker made his skin crawl. 

“Mr. Parker, I think we had better call off our 
deal,” he said slowly. “If I went on that television 
show with you and you gave the public that spiel 
about little green men with pointed ears, you’d 
get a big horselaugh from everybody. You'd 
deserve it! And they'd laugh at me, too. If I be- 
came associated with you, Parker, the few people 
who do believe me would lose all faith in what 
I’m trying to do.” 

He advanced toward the tall, dark man, muscles 
tensed, fists balled. “You never saw any saucers or 
little green men. What’s your game, man?” 

“Now, you hold on, buddy.” Parker laughed 
nervously and backed toward the door. “Okay, 
it’s no deal. I’m leaving.” 

“Not yet, you’re not!” David reached out and 
grabbed his tie just below the knot. “This is a 
gimmick to set me up, isn’t it? To discredit me 


in front of a couple of million viewers.” 
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“You're crazy!” Parker gasped. “Let go, you! 
Pll have the law on you.” 

“Let me see your identification, Parker! Empty 
out your pockets!” 

“No!” 

David saw the man’s long, skinny arm swing- 
ing in an arc aimed at his head. He blocked it, 
grabbed the wrist, and twisted the hand up in 
front of his face. There it was, just as he expected, 
hidden in the palm of the hand. The disk! Glit- 
tering as if it possessed a life of its own. 

“You’re one of them!” he shouted. 

Parker snarled and twisted out of his grasp. 
He aimed a kick at David’s stomach. David caught 
his foot and pushed him over the bed. The man 
somersaulted backward and crashed to the floor. 
David flung himself over the bed on top of him. 
They wrestled around on the floor, growling and 
grunting with exertion. 

Parker found a shoe under the bed and smashed 
David on the side of the head. He tried to shove 
the disk against his neck, but David jerked his 
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head to one side just in time. Parker was on top 
of him now, swinging the shoe and looking for 
an opening to drive home the deadly disk. David 
hit him with a right cross on the point of the jaw. 
It stunned him, and he fell back across David's 
legs. David worked his legs free and sat up and 
hit him again. But Parker came at him again with 
the ferocity of a tiger. David lifted one leg and 
planted his foot squarely in the thin man’s belly 
as he rushed in. Bracing his back against the bed, 
he gave a mule kick. 

Parker flew back toward the open window. The 
backs of his legs hit the sill, and he jackknifed 
forward, trying to regain his balance. But the 
momentum was too great to overcome. He tee- 
tered there an instant, then fell backward out the 
window. His piercing scream faded in David’s 
ears as he fell, seven stories into an air well. 

David rushed to the window and thrust his 
head out. He saw the dark figure lying spread- 
eagled on the cement like a scarecrow. It glowed 


briefly, brightly, then the outline shrank and 
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faded altogether. There was nothing left. 

When the manager and the house detective 
burst into his room, David was sitting on the bed 
smoking a cigarette and reading a newspaper 
clipping. 

“Mr. Adams!” the manager said breathlessly. 
“Several of our guests reported there was a com- 
motion going on in here. They said a man fell out 
of your window.” 

“A man fell out of my window?” David 
sounded shocked. “It’s weird, but let’s have a look. 
I just came out of the bathroom. Can’t hear much 
of anything with the shower running.” 

He got up and went to the window, followed 
by the other two men. They peered down into the 
empty court at the bottom of the air well. 

“Hmmm,” David mused. “If anyone did fall 
down there, he must have gotten up and walked 
away.” 

The house detective lifted his hat and scratched 
his head. “Yeah, I guess so.” He grinned. “After 
falling seven stories.” 
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He laid a hand on the manager’s arm and 
winked at David. “That’s the kind of clientele 
we got in this joint. If it ain’t pink elephants, it’s 
people flying out of windows. Sorry we bothered 
you, Mr. Adams.” 

David locked the door after them and leaned 
against it, weak and jittery from his encounter 
with the alien who called himself Parker. 

That was how it had been since the first night 
he had seen the saucer land. No respite. He had 
to be on guard, awake or asleep. Their eyes were 
always watching. Watching. Waiting. He never 
knew where they were, or who they were. Every 
stranger, like Parker, was a potential threat. The 
cop on the corner might be one of them. The 
chambermaid. The hotel manager. The pretty 
girl who smiled at him in a bar. David Vincent 
would never be safe from the invaders. His jaw 
jutted out in defiance. His eyes were without 
mercy. There was another side to the coin. 

The invaders would never be safe from David 
Vincent! 


3. A Recruit 


Davin Vincent followed the trim, attractive 
blond secretary down a long corridor. At the end 
of the hall was a door with gold lettering: STEPHEN 
FLAHERTY. 

Steve Flaherty and Dave Vincent had been 
roommates at college. After graduation their paths 
had parted. Vincent had gone on to form his own 


architectural firm. Flaherty, a brilliant engineer, 
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had joined one of the largest industrial construc- 
tion firms in the world. They rarely met except 
at college reunions or football games. Two years 
had passed since their last meeting. 

The blond secretary held the door open for 
David and smiled. “Go right in, Mr. Vincent. He 
can hardly wait to see you.” 

David was not so sure about the last part. Steve 
was friendly enough—almost too friendly. He 
spoke too loudly and laughed too often. And he 
rushed David out of the office and into his car 
moments after his arrival. 

“I know a quiet little place, out of the way, 
where we can talk without running into anybody 
who knows me,” Steve said as the red Jaguar 
screeched out of the parking lot. 

David grinned wryly at his old friend. “Afraid 
to be seen with the most notorious madman of 
the year?” he asked. 

Steve’s handsome face reddened. “That’s not 
fair, buddy, and you know it. I just didn’t think 


you'd like a lot of busybodies nosing around.” 
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“Then you have kept up with my activities?” 

“You do have a way of getting your picture 
in the paper from time to time. Yes, I’ve read about 
your thing with flying saucers.” 

“Good!” David said. “I wish everybody would 
read about it. The trouble with the kind of pub- 
licity I get, it’s treated too lightly. They think of 
me as—what’s the polite word?—an eccentric.” 

Steve laughed. “I know you too well for that. 
There’s got to be a public-relations angle some- 
where. Level with me, Dave. Is this campaign a 
buildup for some new type of home you're design- 
ing? An extraterrestrial dream house?” 

David was not amused, “You, too, Steve? Uh- 
uh, you’re way off. I’m serious. Deadly serious. 
And so are they.” 

“They?” 

“The invaders, The aliens from a dying planet 
beyond our solar system who want to take over 
Earth for their own desperate population.” 

Steve looked at him with wide-eyed astonish- 
ment. “Davy, boy! Cut that out. You give me 
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goose bumps with that kind of talk.” 

“You should have goose bumps. I’ve lived with 
them for a long time now. This is for real, Steve. 
You'd better believe it. While were exchanging 
small talk, they are here among us, plotting, es- 
tablishing bases, increasing their invisible army, 
all in preparation for the fateful day when their 
forces will be strong enough to crush us under- 
foot.” 

“Youre serious!” The smile was gone from 
Steve’s face. “What is this invisible army?” 

“Back during the war, the term was ‘Fifth 
Column.’ They infiltrate our society, our business, 
even our army and our government. For all you 
know, that cute blond secretary of yours might 
be one of them.” 

“Oh, come on!” Steve scoffed. 

David turned in the seat and stared at his 
friend’s handsome profile. 

“For all I know, old buddy, you might even be 
one of them.” 

Shock registered in Steve’s voice. “Dave!” 
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“I’m only kidding.” He laughed and punched 
Steve playfully on the arm. “As a matter of fact, 
I came to see you because I want to enlist you in 
my counter-insurgent army, Steve. It’s small, but 
it’s growing. And those of us who believe in the 
alien invasion are dedicated to fight them to the 
death.” 

Steve nodded his head. “Okay, Dave, let’s have 
the whole story from the beginning.” 

They ate lunch in a small, rustic inn overlooking 
a blue lake. While they ate, David told his friend 
everything that had happened to him since his first 
encounter with the invaders from the outer limits 
of space. 

“It’s the same as fighting ants or roaches,” he 
said. “You look for their nesting areas. Then you 
stamp them out before their colonies have a chance 
to multiply.” 

“That sounds rather inhuman,” Steve said. 

“The point is, they’re not human. In their 
natural form they’re a kind of jellyfish—intel- 
lectual jellyfish. Ob, in brainpower they have it 
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all over us. The human race would never stand a 
chance against them if they ever got a real foot- 
hold on Earth.” 

“Yet you say they look like us,” Steve said. 
“They live among us earthlings unobserved?” 

“Yes, but their appearance is only a mask. 
They've developed this process of regeneration 
that enables them to take on human form so they 
can live in our environment and can promote their 
subyersion without interference.” 

“What I don’t understand is this, Dave: If they 
are our intellectual superiors, and if they possess 
the amazing powers you say they do, then why 
don’t they just take over the world right now? 
Why do they delay? Why do they play hide-and- 
seek with you and the few other humans who 
believe they exist?” 

David snubbed out his cigarette in an ashtray. 
“The aliens have an Achilles heel, Steve. For one 
thing, once they assume human form they are 
vulnerable to the same things we are. They can 
be hurt. They can be killed. 
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“But most important, it takes time and elab- 
orate electronic equipment to construct their re- 
generation chambers. And those chambers require 
enormous electric voltage to operate. That’s why 
it’s been possible for me to keep tabs on them. 
They colonize near the nation’s major power 
sources. On occasion they'll risk cutting into the 
main power cables that supply electricity to a 
city. 

“I spend half my time reading newspapers, the 
major papers from all the states. When I stumble 
on the scent, my nose begins to twitch like a 
bloodhound’s. 

“Once you accept the fact that the aliens exist, 
it’s easy to pick up their trail. It can be a small 
thing, like an unusual number of power failures 
within a certain locale. Or a concentration of UFO 
sightings around a damsite that produces hydro- 
electric power.” 

David slammed his fist on the table in exaspera- 
tion. “Right now it wouldn’t take more than a 
couple of battalions of Marines to clean them all 
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up. They know it only too well. That’s why they’re 
playing it slow but sure. A mass invasion right 
now would tip their hand before they have the 
time and resources to provide mass regeneration 
for the new arrivals.” 

“Frankly, I’m overwhelmed, Dave,” Steve said. 
“I believe you, yet I can’t really accept the reality 
of it. Beings from another galaxy, invading Earth. 
It’s too fantastic.” 

“Yes, it is fantastic,” David admitted grimly. 
“And frightening. I don’t mind confessing that 
the invaders scare me to death.” 

Steve grinned. “Yet they keep drawing you 
back to them like a magneti” 

“Tm no hero, buddy,” David said. “It’s strictly 
a matter of self-preservation. If they succeed in 
conquering this world, the rest of us will be dead, 
or worse, groveling slaves to do their pleasure.” 

“One thing doesn’t ring true, Dave.” Steve’s 
forehead puckered. “If you pose such a dangerous 
threat to these invaders, why don’t they just 
eliminate your” 
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“Kill me, you mean?” David was bitterly 
amused. “There was a time when they wanted to 
do that. But, ironically, I have gotten to be a sort 
of unwilling ally to them.” 

“You? An ally to them?” Steve was bewildered. 

“Not really. But it’s become important to them, 
for the time being at least, that no harm comes to 
me. I’ve talked this invasion bit up so much, talked 
so loud and so long to so many people, that if I 
should die or disappear under mysterious circum- 
stances, some people who scoff at me now just 
might begin to believe I was right. The invaders 
don’t want that to happen. It’s better for their 
purposes if people go on laughing me off as a 
crackpot.” 

“Yes, yes, I see.” Steve smiled. “I don’t think 
I'd care to be in your shoes, my friend. One of 
these days you’re going to push them too far, 
and... .” He left it unfinished. 

“TIl worry about that when the time comes. 
The important thing right now is, will you help 
me, Steve?” 
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“That depends, Dave. How can I help?” 

“Quite a bit more than you think.” David took 
three newspaper clippings from his pocket and 
spread them out on the table. “Steve, you were 
a project engineer on the Santoz-Phillipe Dam in 
Terra Costa, weren’t you?” 

Steve’s eyes narrowed. “Yeah, I was down there 
for eighteen months. My company supervised the 
generator installations and built the power sub- 
stations at the hydroelectric plant. A model of 
perfection, that dam. Best in the world, for my 
money.” 

David passed one of the clippings to the other 
man. “No doubt you’ve heard about this before. 
Terra Costa suddenly wants to break the lifetime 
agreement it signed with Nova Costa that both 
countries are to share the dam’s output. As you 
know, it was jointly financed and it is mutually 
operated. Now Terra Costa wants to change that. 
It’s applied for a loan from the World Bank to 
pay off Nova Costa’s original investment. Nova 
Costa has petitioned the United Nations to make 
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Terra Costa live up to its agreement. The whole 
thing is a mess, If the UN can’t settle it, it could 
mean war.” 

Steve looked deeply troubled. “Yes, I’ve been 
following the story. And for the life of me, I 
can’t understand why Terra Costa is acting up 
this way. That dam generates enough power to 
supply that whole island, with enough left over 
for half of Central America to boot. I can’t 
answer it.” 

“Well, I can.” David put the second clipping in 
front of him. 

Steve read it. It reported that Mrs. Sandra 
Delacorte, wife of Lyman Delacorte, the United 
States Ambassador to Terra Costa, had returned 
home to the United States because of ill health 
and was living in seclusion at the family mansion 
in Westchester, New York. Neither her physician 
nor her servants would say anything about the 
nature of Mrs. Delacorte’s illness to reporters. 

“What has this got to do with the dam?” Steve 
asked vaguely. 


DAM OF DEATH a 


David looked around to make sure none of 
the waiters or other diners was within earshot. 
“Lyman Delacorte ran himself ragged getting 
the two Costas to cooperate on the building of 
that dam. In the UN they jokingly refer to it as 
‘Lyman’s baby.’ They used to, anyway. Ambassa- 
dor Delacorte’s recent statements have come as a 
shock to everybody who knows him. He has 
publicly backed up Terra Costa’s pirate scheme 
to take over the Santoz-Phillipe dam and its 
hydroelectric plant. Why, he has even defied the 
President of the United States.” 

Steve shook his head. “That sure doesn’t sound 
~ like the Lyman Delacorte I knew when we were 
working down there. I met him and his wife 
several times socially. A great humanitarian, I 
thought.” 

“No, it doesn’t sound like Lyman Delacorte,” 
David said ominously. 

Steve’s eyebrows lifted in surprise. “What are 
you suggesting?” 

“Nothing ... yet. But that bloodhound’s nose of 
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mine is twitching in a very familiar way. Here, 
take a look at this.” He showed him the third and 
last clipping. “PHANTOM CYCLONIC DIS- 
TURBANCE DISRUPTS AIR TRAFFIC IN 
CARIBBEAN.” 

“Yes, I’ve seen this,” Steve said. “A real puzzler. 
Over a dozen flights have been affected by this 
storm in the past two months. It seems to knock 
out radar and radio. The FAA thinks a shift in 
the Van Allen radiation belt may have something 
to do with it.” 

“Most scientists disagree with that theory,” 
David said. “These so-called storms are described 
as brief and violent. Meteorologists can’t predict 
them or pick them up on any of their equipment. 
They never show up on the weather satellite 
photographs. The only knowledge we have about 
them comes from the crews and the passengers 
aboard the planes who encounter them.” 

“Yeah, it’s queer, all right,” Steve admitted. He 
frowned. “What’s your theory?” 

David ignored the question and took a sheet 
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of paper from the inside pocket of his jacket. “See 
anything peculiar about this? It’s a listing of the 
sixteen jets which had trouble with these Carib- 
bean mystery storms. Passenger lists, too.” 

Stephen studied it with concentration. “Well, 
for one thing, all of the flights were either to 
Terra Costa or Nova Costa.” 

“Yes, it’s unusual, to say the least, that with all 
the air traffic in that region, only planes whose 
destination is one of the Costas should be affected. 
Now look over the passenger lists. Anything strike 
your” 

“Yes, on each of the flights there were at least 
two official Terra Costan dignitaries.” 

“Right. A general. A pair of cabinet ministers. 
Several key figures in the legislature. People who 
are high in the government of Terra Costa.” 

“Yes, including the President,” Stephen said. 
“It seems the plane that took him home from the 
last OAS meeting in Mexico City was the first 
ship to get fouled up by one of these phantom 


storms.” 
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“Yes, and Lyman Delacorte was on that plane 
with him.” 

“Interesting, but what does all of it mean, 
Dave?” Stephen’s eyes widened. “Say! You don’t 
think that zhey have anything to do with what’s 
going on in Terra Costa?” 

“Yes, I do. The invaders. I think they’re very 
much mixed up in it. The inexplicable hostility 
of Terra Costa, Lyman Delacorte’s unaccountable 
attitude, the phantom storms, Mrs. Delacorte’s 
mysterious illness—I think they’re all tied to- 
gether like a web. And at the center of that web is 
the Santoz-Phillipe Dam.” 

Stephen grasped the meaning then. His hand 
shook as he lit a cigarette. “The dam! If the 
aliens had control of all that electric power, they 
—” Words failed him. 

“Exactly!” David said. “As I told you, up until 
now the invaders’ biggest obstacle was finding the 
facilities and the power to launch a full-scale re- 
generation program for incoming aliens. They 
came close to taking over an entire town here 
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in the United States once. That could have meant 
real trouble, but nothing to compare with this 
peril. Can you imagine the position they would 
be in if they could take over an entire small 
country like Terra Costa, a country with one of 
the biggest hydroelectric plants in the world?” 

“Instant world conquest!” Steve exclaimed. 

“Just about.” 

“What can we do about it? Go to the CIA? 
The FBI? The United Nations?” 

David laughed without humor. “All of them 
would say: ‘Here’s that oddball, David Vincent, 
sounding off about flying saucers again.’ Nobody 
would listen. You might even lose your job for 
associating with me.” 

“There must be something!” Steve insisted. 
“Somebody who will listen. You’ve sold me, Dave. 
I believe you, as crazy as it seems.” He put a 
hand to his throat. “It’s a strange sensation— 
as if some invisible hand was closing on your 
neck, ready to throttle the life out of you.” 

“That’s just about what it is, Steve,” David 
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said solemnly. “They’re preparing to throttle us. 
All of us. The whole human race.” 

“So what do we do? How can I help?” 

“To start with, you can help me to see Mrs. 
Delacorte. She’ll remember you. She'll talk to 
you. I wouldn’t stand a chance of getting to see 
her on my own.” 

“Sure, I suppose Sandra would remember me. 
I gave her a personal tour of the plant when it 
was first completed. But what do you think she'll 
be able to tell us that will help?” 

“I don’t know yet. It’s just a hunch, Steve. But 
I have a feeling that Sandra Delacorte’s sudden 
illness and her return to the United States is 
closely connected with the strange political shifts 
that have taken place in Terra Costa.” 

“When do we start?” 

“We'll catch an evening flight to Kennedy 
Airport in New York.” 

“Fine. Pve got vacation time coming. TIl put 
in for it as soon as I get back to the plant.” 
He signaled a waiter to bring their check. 
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Looking embarrassed, David let him pay it. 
When the waiter was in the lobby making change, 
he said to Steve, “I hate to let you pick up the tab 
after I invited you out, but the truth is, this 
business of fighting invaders doesn’t pay very 
well.” 

“Forget it, buddy. You have a lot more than 
a two-dollar lunch coming from me and from 
everyone else in this country for the job you're 
doing for us. All the gold in Fort Knox wouldn’t 
be enough to settle the debt.” 

David felt a warm surge of friendship toward 
Steve Flaherty. “I’m glad you’re going to be with 
me on this mission,” he said. 

The waiter returned with Steve’s change and 
thanked him for the tip. He gazed solemnly after 
the two friends as they left the inn. He bit his 
lip and sauntered over casually to a phone booth. 
Quickly he dialed a number. His voice was tense. 

“David Vincent and a man named Stephen 
Flaherty just left here. Yes, the same Flaherty who 
worked on the dam. Tonight they are flying to 
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New York. They are going to talk to Sandra.” 
He smiled. “Yes, everything is under control at 
that end. She will tell them nothing. Nothing at 
all.” 

He hung up. 

Back in the dining room, he gazed with con- 
cealed hatred and disgust at the loathsome crea- 
tures seated at the tables. It was degrading to wait 
on them, to be their slave. But that would change 
very shortly. A matter of weeks. 

His kind would overrun Earth! 


4, Mirror Image 


Davin ann Sreve rented a car at Kennedy Airport 
and drove up to the Delacorte estate in West- 
chester, New York. The property covered many 
acres and was surrounded by a high steel fence. 
The main gate was tended by a uniformed guard 
wearing an Army .45 Colt pistol holstered at his 
right hip. He was a stocky, middle-aged man with 
narrow, suspicious eyes, 
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“Mrs. Delacorte ain’t seeing anyone. Orders 
from the doc. Dr. Kahn. Hes taking care of her.” 

Steve told a white lie. “But Ambassador Dela- 
corte asked me to come and visit her while I was 
in New York. I’m an old friend.” 

“No difference,” the man said, fingering the 
butt of his pistol. “Orders is orders.” 

David looked through the open door of the 
stone gatehouse and saw a telephone on the wall. 
“Look, at least phone the house and tell Mrs. 
Delacorte that Mr. Flaherty is here. It won’t be 
breaking orders to let him say a few words to her 
over the phone.” 

“Well...” The guard sounded uncertain. 

“The Ambassador will be very upset if I don’t 
talk to her,” Steve said. 

Reluctantly the guard opened the gate and let 
them come into the gatehouse while he phoned 
the main house. 

“Mrs. Delacorte, I got two fellers down here at 
the gate who want to see you. One of ’em says 


he’s an old friend of yours. . . . Yes, Flaherty 
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is his name. Stephen Flaherty. I told ’em the 


doc says you can’t have any visitors... . All right, 
ma’am.” 

He turned and held out the phone to Steve. 
“Here; she'll talk to you. But make it fast.” 

“Hello, Sandra. Yes, it’s Steve Flaherty. Good 
to hear your voice again. So sorry to hear you were 
at,” 

Steve was smiling at the beginning. But as they 
talked, the smile faded. Lines of concern ridged 
his brow as he turned back to the guard. 

“She wants to speak to you,” he said. 

The guard’s face turned red as he listened to 
what Sandra Delacorte had to say. “But, Mrs. 
Delacorte, the doctor said... . Yes, I know you 
give the orders around here, ma’am. But... 
bite... but. . . . OKayyif Yousaf.” 

Steve whispered to David. “She wants to see 
me. She sounds terribly distressed about some- 
thing. Frantic. As if she’s afraid.” 

David nodded grimly. “Afraid . . . I wonder 
what she’s afraid of.” 
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The guard slammed down the phone. “PI let 
you through the gate. I don’t like it. If anything 
goes wrong, the doc will have my neck!” 

David’s pale eyes bored into the man. “What 
could possibly go wrong?” he asked. “This is a 
friendly visit. Is there anything going on around 
here that we should know about?” 

The man opened his mouth to speak, then 
thought better of it. “Come on, I don’t have all 
day,” he growled and stomped outside to open the 
swinging gates. 

The Delacorte home was a luxurious mansion 
in every sense of the word. A uniformed butler 
let them into an enormous reception hall. Twin 
curved stairways led to the upper floors. The 
carpets were ankle deep. Crystal chandeliers glit- 
tered from the huge vaulted cathedral ceilings. 

Sandra Delacorte received them in the drawing 
room. When they entered, she rushed over to 
Steve and hugged him. 

“Steve! It’s so good to see you!” 

David was surprised at her youth and her 


ee 
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beauty. He had expected the Ambassador’s wife 
to be a much older woman. She had a fragile, 
oval face framed by honey-blond hair. Her eyes 
were large and deep blue. He could not help but 
note, though, that beneath her makeup her face 
was pale and haggard. There were dark shadows 
under her eyes that powder and rouge could not 
hide. 

He noticed, too, her expression of alarm when 
Steve introduced them. 

“David Vincent,” she mused. “That sounds so 
familiar. You /ook familiar.” Her eyes widened in 
recognition. “Yes! David Vincent! You’re the 
man who—” She hesitated in embarrassment. 

“The man who goes around hunting aliens 
from outer space.” David smiled reassuringly. 
“Tm not self-conscious about it, Mrs. Delacorte, 
really.” 

“Yes... yes, I know you are extremely serious 
about it.” She was looking at him strangely. Sud- 
denly she looked at Steve. 

“Stephen, why did you come here to see me?” 
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she demanded. She glanced all around her, as 
if she were afraid someone else was in the room 
listening. “It isn’t just a social call to inquire 
about my health, is it?” 

Steve and David exchanged meaningful 
glances. i 

“Why do you ask? Isn’t that reason enough, 
Sandra?” Steve said evenly. “I was in New York 
on business. I knew you were here and that you 
weren’t feeling well. After all, we became pretty 
close friends when I was building the dam in 
Terra Costa. I enjoyed your company immensely, 
Sandra.” 

“Yes... I know. I enjoyed yours, too, Stephen.” 
She put a hand to her throat and choked a little. 
“So did Lyman.” 

“Did?” Steve frowned. “Don’t tell me I’ve 
fallen out of favor with the Ambassador?” 

She shut her eyes and touched her fingers to 
her temples. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it to sound 
like that. It’s just that— well, lately, I always think 
and talk about Lyman Delacorte as if he were 
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someone in the past. As if he doesn’t exist any- 
more.” 

The intensity of her emotions made David’s 
heart beat with excitement. Her words rang in 
his ears: As if he doesn’t exist anymore. They were 
ona hot trail, David knew. He took a deep breath. 

“Steve, I don’t think we ought to deceive Mrs. 
Delacorte about why were here,” he said. He 
looked at her. “No, ma’am, this isn’t a social 
visit. Now, we are going to level with you. Then 
we'd appreciate it if you’d level with us. Obviously 
there’s something bothering you. Something very 
serious, from the way you act.” 

“Yes, yes, yes! You’re so right, Mr. Vincent.” 
She seemed relieved to reveal it. “I’m so glad you 
came, Stephen. I don’t know how much longer 
I could go on keeping it bottled up inside of me 
the way it’s been the past two weeks. ... Yes, Mr. 
Vincent, let’s be completely honest with each 
other.” 

Between them David and Steve pieced it all 
together for her. All of the strange happenings 
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of the past few months which seemed to focus 
in some mysterious way on the island republic 
of Terra Costa . . . and on the Santoz-Phillipe 
Dam | 

“The dam!” Sandra Delacorte exclaimed bit- 
terly. “How I have come to hate that dam, 
Stephen! The trouble—if you can call it trouble 
—between Lyman and me began over that dam. 
It’s become an obsession with him. He carries on 
about it like a madman sometimes. He says the 
Terra Costan people don’t care what the United 
Nations or the whole world thinks. He says the 
Nova Costans don’t deserve any part of the dam, 
even though they helped build it. He says the 
dam treaty will be broken, even if it means war 
with Nova Costa.” 

Stephen shook his head in disbelief. “That sure 
doesn’t sound like the Lyman Delacorte I knew.” 

“You said the same thing yesterday, Steve,” 
David reminded him. “Maybe it isn’t the same 
man!” 

Sandra gasped and sat down on a couch, her 
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face cupped in her hands. 

The two men sat down on either side of her. 
Steve broke the silence, his tone one of concern. 
“Are you all right, Sandra?” 

“Yes,” she said in a faint voice. “I’m just a little 
woozy. II be all right now.” 

David’s voice was terse. “Mrs. Delacorte, what 
I said shocked you, didn’t it?” 

Her gaze turned on him slowly, frightened but 
fascinated. “Yes . . . but how could you know, 
Mr. Vincent?” 

“Your illness is all emotional, isn’t it?” He 
pressed ahead, sensing there was no time for him 
to be discreet. “The reason you’re in such a state 
is that your husband, the Ambassador, seemed 
to change into a different man overnight. A 
stranger |” 

“A total stranger!” she said. “I mean that. It’s 
not just a figure of speech!” She looked in terror 
from Steve to David. “That man is not Lyman 
Delacorte! He’s not my husband. He looks like 
my husband. He sits behind his desk in the em- 
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bassy. He wears Lyman’s clothes, But he’s an im- 
postor! I know it!” 

She buried her face in her hands and began to 
cry hysterically. 

David’s voice was triumphant. “There! I knew 
it, Steve. I felt it in my bones. The aliens have 
gone one step further in their regeneration process. 
Ive suspected it for a long time. Up until now 
the transformations they have been creating have 
been original copies—new human forms with 
anonymous faces. But now the danger is even 
greater. They’re reproducing identical copies of 
specific people!” 

“Lyman Delacorte!” Steve said. “I can’t be- 
lieve it!” 

“Mrs. Delacorte believes it.” 

“T believe it,” she sobbed. “I don’t know about 
your aliens and their regeneration process. But I 
do know there is a copy, a twin, of Lyman Dela- 
corte posing as the United States Ambassador to 
Terra Costa.” 

“Do you have any factual proof, aside from the 
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way he acts differently toward you?” David asked, 
his impatience and excitement growing. “Some- 
thing more than what you ‘feel’ about him?” 

Sandra Delacorte sat up straighter and dabbed 
at her eyes with a handkerchief that Steve put in 
her hands. 

“Yes, I have proof,” she said with conviction. 
“There are several things. For one thing, Lyman 
always parted his hair on the right side of his 
head. This impostor parts his hair on the left. 
A man simply doesn’t do that after he’s been part- 
ing his hair one way for years.” 

Steve shook his head. “Thats not enough, 
Sandra. He just might have decided to change it. 
Unlikely, but possible.” 

“That isn’t all of it,” she said. “Since his birth 
Lyman has had a mole on his left cheekbone. 
But this man has a mole on his right cheekbone. 
Then there’s the biggest thing of all. Lyman 
was left-handed in everything he did. He was ab- 
solutely helpless with his right hand. The im- 
postor is right-handed!” 
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“That’s it!” David said. “I know what hap- 
pened. When they reproduced Lyman Delacorte, 
they made one mistake. They made a mirror im- 
age of him—everything in reverse! 

“You see, Steve, as superior as their intelligence 
may be to ours, they still lack our instinctive per- 
ception for the human form. Our eyes, our hair, 
our skins, our limbs, were unfamiliar to them 
until they migrated to Earth. To them a roomful 
of human beings must have seemed as alike, at 
first, as a paddock full of black horses with similar 
markings would seem to my untrained eye. That 
kind of perception for physical detail has to be 
learned. Brainpower has nothing to do with it.” 

“Yes, I see what you mean,” Steve said thought- 
fully. “It’s a reasonable mistake. Frankly, as well 
as I know you, Dave, I don’t think Pd notice if 
you had a mole on your right cheek or your left 
cheek, or if you changed the part in your hair. 
Maybe the left-handed, right-handed bit would 
hit me.” 

“But a man’s wife, she’d notice little details like 
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that,” David said. “Mrs. Delacorte, did you ever 
mention these differences to your husband—I 
mean, the creature posing as your husband?” 

She gulped. “Just the part in his hair. He 
laughed it off—said he could change his hair style 
if I could change mine. I couldn’t bring myself to 
ask him about the mole and the business about 
being right-handed. I was afraid, for some reason. 
I thought I was going insane at first.” She touched 
her flaming forehead with the back of one hand. 
“I don’t know ... maybe I am insane. Maybe it is 
all in my imagination, the way Dr. Kahn says 
itis 

“Dr. Kahn? Who is Dr. Kahn?” David asked. 

“I am Dr. Kahn!” a brusque voice said from 
the doorway. “And who are you?” 

David and Steve turned as a man and a woman 
came into the room. The man had a dark, un- 
friendly face and thick black hair. He was tall 
and muscular. The woman was small and mousey- 
looking, with straight brown hair done up in a 
tight bun at the back of her neck. She wore overly 
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large horn-rimmed glasses and very little make- 
up. 

“Barry!” Sandra said in surprise. “What are 
you doing here? You weren’t going to see me until 
tomorrow.” 

“Jean phoned me,” the doctor told her. “She 
was worried about you. She said there were visitors 
here and that they were upsetting you.” 

“You shouldn’t have done that, Jean,” Sandra 
said to the woman. “Mr. Flaherty is an old 
friend.” 

“Tm sorry, Mrs. Delacorte,” Jean said. “I felt 
it was my duty. I heard you crying.” 

David saw that she was much younger than he 
had first thought, no more than twenty-five. And 
she was not nearly as unattractive as she seemed. 
He sensed that she deliberately tried to make her- 
self look plain. 

“Jean did the right thing,” Dr. Kahn snapped. 
He glared at David and Steve. “I am Mrs, Dela- 
corte’s psychiatrist. She is recuperating from a 
severe nervous breakdown, and the excitement and 
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tension of meeting people is too much for her.” 

“That’s ridiculous, Barry,” Sandra said, stand- 
ing up and facing him defiantly. She introduced 
them. “Stephen Flaherty and David Vincent, my 
physician, Dr. Barry Kahn, and my secretary 
and companion, Jean Taylor.” 

“I don’t want to be discourteous, gentlemen,” 
Dr. Kahn said, “but, really, you will have to leave 
now.” 

“No, they are not leaving!” Sandra said firmly. 
“They want to help.” 

“Help?” The doctor’s manner was suspicious. 
“In what way?” 

Steve moved over to Sandra Delacorte and 
pressed her arm in warning. “The fact is, Doctor, 
we were in the city on business and just dropped 
in on Sandra to say hello. I had heard she was sick, 
and I just wondered whether or not there was 
anything I could do to help.” 

He smiled, then continued amiably. “I can see 
now that she’s in good hands, Sandra, Dr. Kahn 
is right. We’ve tired you too much for one day. 
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Pll be in touch with you before we head west 
again.” 

He faced her and took her hand. David saw his 
eye wink quickly. “You look fine, dear. Keep it 


2) 


up. 

David and Steve nodded to the doctor and Jean 
Taylor. “Nice to have met you, Doctor. And you, 
Miss Taylor,” Steve said. 

“Tl see you out, gentlemen,” Kahn said. “Jean, 
you see that she lies down and takes one of her 
tranquilizers.” 

Dr. Kahn walked them out to their car. His 
manner was more relaxed and friendly now. 

“You will forgive me for sounding harsh with 
you,” he said. “Wilson, the gate guard, has strict 
orders not to admit anyone to see her without my 
permission. I was afraid at first you might be 
reporters. They’re always snooping around here.” 

“Why is that, Doctor?” David asked casually. 

Kahn smiled. It was a cold smile. “Oh, you 
know how it is. The Delacortes are high society. 
Their marital troubles are front-page news.” 
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“Marital troubles?” Steve frowned. 

Dr. Kahn seemed surprised. “You mean she 
didn’t tell you? Well, I suppose J can’t blame her. 
It’s a hard thing for a wife to accept the fact that 
her husband is in love with another woman.” 

“Lyman Delacorte in love with another wo- 
man!” Steve exclaimed. “I don’t believe it!” 

The doctor sighed. “It is hard to believe, but it’s 
the truth. The Ambassador has already filed for 
divorce in Mexico. As soon as the divorce is final, 
there'll be an official announcement of his 
engagement.” 

“Who is this other woman?” David asked. 

“Selena Santoz, the daughter of the President 
of Terra Costa. Sandra has known about it for 
almost a year. The shock drove her into this break- 
down. She just won’t accept it. A lot of women 
are like that. Too much pride to accept rejection.” 

He laughed softly and shook his head. “She 
even concocted some wild story about the Am- 
bassador not being her husband. She wants to 
believe he’s an impostor. That way, she doesn’t 
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have to accept the fact that he is leaving her. 
Sad. Very sad.” 

“Dr. Kahn!” Steve said sharply. “Do you know 
whether Lyman Delacorte is left-handed or 
right-handed?” 

Kahn looked at him blankly. “Well... . Let 
me see... . I think he’s left-handed. .. . Yes, Pm 
sure of it. He’s a southpaw.” 

“When did you see him last?” David inquired. 

“Last weekend, as a matter of fact. I flew down 
to Terra Costa to report on Mrs. Delacorte’s prog- 
ress. Naturally he’s very concerned about her state 
of mind—feels guilty, I suppose.” 

“And you're positive he is left-handed?” 

“Most positive. We played a couple of sets of 
tennis.” The doctor’s expression was cunning as a 
fox’s grin. “Why do you ask, Mr. Flaherty? If 
you're an old friend of Lyman Delacorte’s, you 
must know he’s always been left-handed.” 

“Yes.” Steve turned away and opened the car 
door. “Well, thank you for talking to us, Doctor. 
It’s been most informative.” 
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They drove in silence for a long time. Finally 
Steve spoke. “I don’t know, David. What do you 
think?” 

“I don’t know what to think. Maybe Kahn is 
right. A lot of women go berserk when they lose 
a husband.” 

“He sounded on the level to me. I mean, if 
he just saw Delacorte and they played tennis. 
He’d be bound to know, Dave. He said the Am- 
bassador is left-handed.” 

“I know,” David admitted wearily. “And if 
Delacorte is involved with President Santoz’ 
daughter, it could account for his unreasonable 
attitude about breaking the dam agreement.” 

“I don’t care for Kahn,” Steve said. “Or that 
sneaky secretary of Sandra’s. Still, on the basis of 
the evidence, I’d say their word is more reliable 
than Sandra’s. She did get hysterical.” 

“Unless. . . .” There was a burning look in 
David’s eyes. 

“Unless what, Dave?” 

“Unless Dr. Kahn is one of them!” 


—— ti‘ Crt 
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Steve wrenched the steering wheel so hard the 
car almost careened into a ditch. “Great Scott!” 
he said. “Is it possible?” 

“Anything is possible,” David said solemnly, 


“when you're dealing with the invaders.” 


5. A Million-to-One Shot 


Davin and Steve booked passage on an airliner 
flying to the Caribbean the next day. Their desti- 
nation was Caliente, the capital city of Nova 
Costa. 

“When I was working on the dam, I made a 
lot of good friends on the other side of the border,” 
Steve said. “Including President Alberto Phillipe. 
Some of them may have confidential information 


76 


DAM OF DEATH 77 


about what’s been happening in Terra Costa that 
hasn’t been in the newspapers.” 

David thought this would be a good place to 
Start. 

Before they checked out of the hotel to go to 
the airport Steve phoned Sandra Delacorte. Jean 
Taylor took the call. She informed them that 
Mrs. Delacorte couldn’t talk to them. Dr. Kahn 
had put her under heavy sedation. Jean Taylor 
sounded very nervous. 

“Mr. Flaherty, I'd like to see you before you 
leave the city,” she said. “It’s very important.” 

Steve hesitated. “Well, we’re catching a noon 
flight out of Kennedy Airport.” He carefully 
withheld the fact that they were going to Nova 
Costa. 

“I can meet you at the airport at eleven o'clock,” 
she said. “What I have to tell you can’t be said 
over the phone.” 

David, who was eavesdropping, nodded to 
Steve. “Tell her we'll meet her there.” 

Jean Taylor met them promptly at 11:00 a. 
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They sat at a small table in a restaurant overlook- 
ing the airfield. The two men hardly recognized 
her when she came in. Her hair had been combed 
out and hung in soft waves around her shoulders. 
She was not wearing glasses. Her whole appear- 
ance was different, more feminine and attractive. 

As she toyed with the silverware at her place, 
her fingers trembled noticeably. “Something is 
troubling you, Miss Taylor, isn’t it?” he asked. 

“Yes. First, I want to apologize for yesterday. 
I should not have phoned Dr. Kahn. I didn’t 
realize you were an old friend of Sandra’s.” She 
smiled at Steve. 

“That’s all right,” he told her. “But what 
changed your mind about Kahn? He is her doctor, 
after all.” 

She shivered. “The truth is, I never have liked 
Dr. Kahn. There’s something strange about him.” 

“In what way?” David leaned toward her. 

“It’s hard to explain. It’s as though he has 
Sandra in some kind of hypnotic spell.” Her 
large, dark eyes darted from one to the other of 
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them. “She told you about the Ambassador, didn’t 
sien: 

David shot his friend a warning look. “What 
about him?” 

“That she thinks it’s someone else posing as 
her husband.” 

“Do you believe she’s right?” Steve asked. 

“Dr. Kahn says she’s suffering from a delusion, 
but—” 

“But you believe her?” David asked. 

She looked him straight in the eyes. “Yes, I be- 
lieve her. I can’t explain it. Woman’s intuition, 
maybe. Of course, I never met the Ambassador. 
I came to work for Sandra when she returned to 
the United States. But there is something genuine 
about her. I just don’t think she’s mentally 
unbalanced.” 

Steve looked at the clock on the wall. “Miss 
Taylor, you said you had something important 
to tell us.” 

“Yes. ... Last night Sandra and I had a long 
talk before the sedative took effect. She asked me 
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to help her prove that the man who says he’s 
Ambassador Delacorte is a fraud.” 

“How can you help her do that?” David asked. 

“I have a reservation on the noon flight to Terra 
Costa. I’m going to the American Embassy.” 

An alarm jangled in David Vincent’s brain. He 
sensed that Steve heard it, too. The two men re- 
garded her coldly. 

“Is that so?” Steve said in a flat voice. “And 
what do you hope to accomplish by that?” 

“I am to tell Ambassador Delacorte that I’m 
there to get some valuable jewelry his wife left 
behind when she came back to the States.” 

“What’s the real reason?” David asked. 

She took a deep breath. “Sandra wants me to 
get something with his fingerprints on it. She’s 
certain that will prove he isn’t Lyman Delacorte.” 

“That’s an intriguing idea, Miss Taylor,” David 
said. “You’re a brave girl to risk your neck for 
an employer you’ve only known a few months.” 

Her eyes widened. “Risk my neck? I don’t 
understand.” 
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David was watching her very closely. “Well, 
if what Sandra Delacorte suspects is true, and the 
bogus Ambassador suspects that you are playing 
detective to expose him, well .. . I think the 
danger is obvious.” 

She seemed honestly shocked. “I never thought 
of that.” She reached over abruptly and put a hand 
on David’s hand. “Mr, Vincent, you and Mr. 
Flaherty know more about this than you pretend 
to know. Is there some kind of a plot going on 
in Terra Costa? A communist plot to take over 
the government? Something like that?” 

David glanced at Steve, and they both grimaced. 
“Something like that. I’m afraid that’s all we can 
tell you now—except that it isn’t the communists 
we have to worry about.” 

Steve interrupted him hastily. “Dave, it’s time 
we got down to the loading gate. It’s ten minutes 
till noon.” 

Her eyes were innocent. “Are you taking a 
noon flight, too?” 

David tried to penetrate her impassive mask in 
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vain. “Yes,” he said. “Isn’t it a coincidence? Steve 
and I are taking the same flight as you are.” 

“Are you going to Terra Costa, too?” she ex- 
claimed. 

“No, our business is in Nova Costa. Look, Miss 
Taylor, if you want to reach us for any reason, 
we'll be staying at the Palace Hotel in Caliente.” 

“Will you be traveling to Cortez at all?” she 
asked casually. 

“That will depend,” Steve said. “Don’t forget 
what David said, Miss Taylor. Be careful how 
you go about this fingerprint business.” 

“I will. Frankly, I don’t see that there’s much 
risk. All I have to do is get a glass he’s been hold- 
ing. Anything like that.” 

They walked together to the loading gate and 
separated. Jean Taylor had a first-class ticket. 
David and Steve were traveling coach. Just before 
she left them, the girl turned and faced David. 
There was a curious expression in her eyes. 

“Now I know who you are, Mr. Vincent,” she 


said. “It’s been bothering me since I first saw you 
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yesterday. You’re the man who goes around hunt- 
ing flying saucers.” 

David smiled coolly. “It’s one of my hobbies.” 

Her green eyes glittered. “Good hunting, Mr. 
Vincent.” 

They watched her walk across the field toward 
the big silver jet plane. 

“I don’t like this, Dave,” Steve said. “And I 
don’t trust her.” 

“You don’t buy the business about the finger- 
prints?” 

“No. Do your” 

“When you’ve been playing this game of tag 
as long as I have, buddy, you learn never to accept 
anyone or anything at face value. It’s interesting, 
though, about the fingerprints. You remember 
what I said yesterday—that the aliens may have 
a blind spot that misses certain minute details of 
the human form?” 

David grinned. “Anyway, the exact duplication 
of a pair of human fingerprints just might be 
beyond their power. After all, we humans have 


DAM OF DEATH 85 


been on this earth for thousands of years, and we 
haven’t been able to manage it.” 

Steve shook his head. “I still think she and 
Kahn are working together. Maybe in cahoots 
with Delacorte and the—” He stopped. 

“You don’t want to say it, do-you?” David said 
quietly. “Deep down, you don’t want to believe it. 
You keep hoping it’s all a bad joke. That I am a 
nut. That there are no such things as—” 

“Invaders!” Steve said with determination. 
“Tm not afraid to say it. You’re right, though, 
Dave. I can’t help hoping that you’re wrong. I 
hope it turns out that the two of us are suffering 
from a bad case of overactive imagination. Like 
when you were a kid, and you thought the bogey- 
man was hiding under your bed, waiting for you 
to turn out the light so he could grab you.” 

David placed a hand on his friend’s shoulder. 
“T only wish it were true, Steve. But it isn’t. This 
time the bogeymen are real. And they are waiting 
to gobble us up. All of us!” 

The jet landed at Cortez International Airport 
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late in the afternoon. David watched the first- 
class passengers disembarking through the glass 
porthole at the side of his seat. He saw Jean Taylor 
go down the ramp and head for the terminal. 
Once she stopped and looked back at the plane, 
shading her eyes from the tropic sunlight with 
a hand. 

“Maybe she expects us to get off here,” Steve 
said sleepily at his side. 

“When we do return to Terra Costa, we won’t 
be advertising it,” David said. 

“Commando style, eh?” Steve said. “What do 
you have in mind? Dynamiting the Santoz- 
Phillipe Dam?” He laughed lightly. 

David’s face was very serious. “No joke, Steve. 
We might have to do just that!” 

Steve looked at him with astonishment, started 
to speak, then apparently thought better of it and 
settled back for the short hop to the Nova Costan 
capital. 

The plane took off again, and an hour later it 
landed at Caliente Airport. As soon as they had 
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checked into their hotel, Steve contacted some in- 
fluential friends in the Nova Costan government 
and asked them to arrange a private audience with 
the President, Alberto Phillipe. To his surprise, 
less than one hour had passed when President 
Phillipe’s secretary phoned the. hotel to invite 
Steve and David to dine that same evening with 
the chief executive. 

“That’s what I call service,’ David said as 
Steve hung up the phone. “Dinner with the Presi- 
dent. Say, Steve, I didn’t realize you were such a 
big shot in these parts.” 

“I think it’s you the President really wants to 
see,” Steve replied. “His secretary made it very 
clear that President Phillipe is very anxious to 
make the acquaintance of Señor David Vincent.” 

“I wonder why,” David said. 

At 7:30 p.m. an official limousine arrived at the 
hotel to drive them to the presidential palace. All 
the way, David kept fumbling with his black 
bow tie. 

“It’s been a long time since I wore a tux,” he 
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confided to Steve. “Makes me feel like—” 

“Like an alien?” Steve finished with a sly 
grin. 

“That would be a switch, wouldn’t it?” David 
joked. “If they duplicated me. David Vincent, an 
invader!” 

Steve sounded startled. “Hey! Then all their 
troubles would be over, wouldn’t they? The phony 
David would confess to the world that his anti- 
alien campaign was just a big fat fraud! You 
know, I’m surprised they haven’t thought of that.” 

Suddenly David did not find the joke very 
amusing. He nudged Steve with his knee. “Not 
so loud.” 

In the rearview mirror above the car’s dash- 
board he could see the chauffeur’s eyes, keen with 
interest. David had a premonition of danger, and 
he was suddenly chilly, although the night was 
very warm. 

President Phillipe received them in his drawing 
room at the palace. He was a stocky, short man 
with gray hair and a heavy moustache. With him 
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was a younger man with a pointed beard and 
flashing white teeth. 

Steve recognized him at once. “Paul! How are 
your” 

The two men shook hands vigorously, and 
Steve grinned at David. “Dave, this is Paul 
Lesseur. He was chief engineering consultant 
from Nova Costa on the dam project.” 

“Yes, and until three weeks ago, Señor Lesseur 
was superintendent of our technical team op- 
erating the hydroelectric installations at the dam- 
site,” President Phillipe said with dark pessimism. 

Both Phillipe and Lesseur spoke perfect Eng- 
lish, with only a slight, pleasant accent. 

“Santoz had me booted out of the country,” 
Paul told them. “He’s getting rid of all of our 
people, as you probably know already.” 

“The man must be insane,” the President said. 
“What other explanation could there be? Leopold 
Santoz and I used to be as close as brothers, Now 
it is as if I am talking toa stranger when we meet.” 

David and Steve exchanged meaningful glances. 
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“That’s what Sandra Delacorte said about her 
husband,” Steve said. “He was like a stranger.” 

“Ah, yes! Lyman Delacorte!” the President 
exclaimed. “The madness has seized him as well.” 

Paul Lesseur was studying David with a 
thoughtful expression on his handsome face. “Per- 
haps Mr. Vincent can provide that ‘other explana- 
tion’ we are seeking, Señor President. Am I cor- 
rect, Mr. Vincent?” 

“Perhaps I can,” David said solemnly. 

Over dinner David and Steve described their 
frightening theory about what was taking place 
in Terra Costa, 

“I realize how fantastic all this must seem to 
you,” David told them. “I don’t blame you. My 
own countrymen think of me as a madman or 
a publicity seeker.” 

Both President Phillipe and Lesseur were grave. 
“No, Señor, it does not seem as fantastic to us as 
you may think. Tell him, Paul.” 

Lesseur stabbed the air with a thick cigar. “The 


last two months I was at the dam were marked 
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by dozens of odd happenings. There were UFO 
sightings reported almost nightly. I myself saw 
two of what are commonly called flying saucers 
over the mountains beyond the dam. Scores of 
our laborers, the superstitious mountain people, 
quit their jobs. They were afraid, really afraid. 
They talked of people being eaten up by devils 
in the woods at night. 

“Yes, Mr. Vincent, I, for one, am quite prepared 
to believe you. It is the only explanation of what 
has been happening on this island lately that 
makes any sense at all.” 

“I, too, Señor Vincent,” said the President. “You 
can consider that the government of Nova Costa 
will support any action you suggest. I am prepared 
to go as far as mobilizing the army for war against 
Terra Costa, if necessary.” 

“That would be the worst thing possible, Señor 
President,” David said. “The Terra Costan armed 
forces are very strong, from what I hear. They 
might break up your attack, cut your troops to 
. pieces, and take over the entire island. Then there 
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would be no hope at all. Besides, we are fighting 
against time, and battles take too much time. For 
all I know, it may be too late even now.” 

He looked at Lesseur. “To your knowledge 
has there been a dramatic increase in the kilowatt 
output of the dam’s hydroelectric plant in the past 
two months?” 

“Has there!” Lesseur laughed grimly. “Even 
before I was expelled, President Santoz was 
screaming for the plant engineers to produce more 
electric power. We couldn’t see any reason for it— 
then! Our intelligence reports that, as of last 
Monday, the dam’s kilowatt output is almost 
double the figure that formerly was sufficient to 
supply the power needs of both countries.” 

“That’s what I was afraid of,” David said 
tersely. “The invaders are ready for mass invasion 
and mass regeneration of their kind into human 
form. Now they have the vast supply of electric 
power that they always lacked in the past. The 
next few days will be critical. Possibly we don’t 
have more than twenty-four hours.” 
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“Then we are lost,” said the President. “What 
can be done to stop them in the space of a few 
days? Hours, possibly.” 

“A United Nations’ task force?” Paul Lesseur 
suggested. 

“Not enough time,” David said. “And even if 
there was time, your Ambassador to the United 
Nations would be laughed out of the Assembly if 
he proposed such a thing. No, there’s only one 
chance, and it’s a million-to-one shot. . . . Paul, 
you said the dam is heavily guarded by soldiers?” 

“Its been turned into an armed camp. Our in- 
telligence estimates that at least a full division of 
Terra Costan army troops are stationed in the 
area.” 

“All right. The way I see it, the first stage of 
the alien takeover will be a gradual replacement 
of the regular army troops with their own kind as 
fast as they can process them through the re- 
generation plants. The real power lies with the 
army. We have to win over the army to our side 


before that happens.” 
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“That is a million-to-one shot,” Steve said with- 
out enthusiasm. 

“Does your intelligence service know who is 
commanding the Terra Costan troops at the 
dam?” David asked the President. 

“Yes. Brigadier General Jaime Manuelo. A fine 
soldier. One of the great heroes of the revolution. 
He was, until a few months ago, President Santoz’ 
personal military adviser and confidant. But it 
seems they had a falling-out. Manuelo was re- 
turned to field duty.” 

“I was still working at the dam when he was 
assigned there,” Lesseur said, excitement in his 
voice. “General Manuelo impressed me as being 
a sane and reasonable man. He was very apol- 
ogetic and embarrassed when the order came 
through to deport the Nova Costan engineers and 
technicians.” 

“General Manuelo is the man we have to con- 
vince,” David said. 

“But how are we to contact him?” asked the 
President. 
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“A delegation,” David said. “An unofficial 
delegation.” 

Steve grinned wryly. “I guess that means thee 
and me, buddy. We’re the only true believers.” 

“And me!” Lesseur spoke up. 

“Thanks, Paul,” David said. “As the special 
emissary of President Phillipe, your word will 
carry more weight than ours with General 
Manuelo.” 

“I still don’t see how were going to get to 
see this General Manuelo,” Steve said. 

“The simplest thing in the world,” David ex- 
plained. “We just sneak across the border and let 
ourselves be captured. Then we show the soldiers 
our credentials and demand to see the General.” 

“There is just one thing,” Lesseur suggested 
gravely. “Suppose the real General Manuelo has 
already been replaced by one of them?” 

There was a long silence before David answered 
him. 

“Then, Paul, only a miracle can save the 
world!” 


6. A Soldier's Mind 


Tue Santoz-PHittirE Dam, one thousand feet 
long and seven hundred feet high, was a thick 
concrete wall across the mouth of a natural basin 
in the island’s highlands. For centuries past, the 
torrential rains of spring and fall had been fun- 
neling into this basin and emptying out through 
the gap, where the dam now stood, and cutting 
a deep gorge through the center of the island as 
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the water flooded down to the sea. Before the 
dam had been built, the beautiful, fertile valley 
had been uninhabitable. 

Now what appeared to be a complex of factory 
and warehouse buildings was being erected in the 
shadow of the dam’s huge stone face. It was a 
strange-looking industrial center, completely sur- 
rounded by high chain link fences topped by 
barbed wire and patrolled night and day by 
armed guards and snarling sentry dogs. 

It was night when the helicopter’s red and green 
lights were sighted over the man-made lake 
dammed up in the basin. Swooping low across 
the dam, the helicopter hovered over a large open 
space in the center of the buildings. Floodlights 
on the fence lit up the area bright as daylight. 
Gently it settled down, and the big props spun 
slower and slower until they stopped. 

A door swung open and two men got out. One 
of them was known to the world as Leopold 
Santoz, President of Terra Costa. The other was 
known as Lyman Delacorte, the United States 
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Ambassador to Terra Costa. 

They held the highest official posts in human 
world affairs ever attained by any members of 
the invading legions from outer space. 

They were greeted by a committee of other 
aliens in human form and taken on a tour of the 
regeneration center. The atmosphere inside the 
buildings vibrated with the humming of super 
generators. High-tension cables spider-webbed 
the ceiling and ran down the walls, which were 
lined with hundreds of glass chambers that re- 
sembled huge inverted test tubes large enough to 
enclose a man. Technicians and workmen dressed 
in light-colored overalls swarmed everywhere, 
hooking up connections to terminals and instal- 
ling electrodes. 

In the main control center other technicians 
were checking banks of dials, meters, and gauges 
filled with glowing liquids and gases. 

“All this work should have been completed by 
now,” the bogus President said irritably. “Five of 
our transports will be arriving just before dawn 
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with eight hundred more transplants. They must 
be regenerated as swiftly as possible.” 

The manager of the regeneration center was a 
tall blond man with pale blue eyes. He seemed 
surprised. 

“Why the sudden rush?” he asked. “When we 
last spoke, you said there was no urgency.” 

“Circumstances have changed,” said the bogus 
American Ambassador. “David Vincent is on this 
island. At this very minute he is with Alberto 
Phillipe, the President of Nova Costa. He knows 
what our plans are.” 

Their voices and their facial expressions did 
not betray any real emotion. They were without 
human emotion. 

“Does he know everything?” the blond man 
asked. 

“Everything. He has spoken to Sandra Dela- 
corte,” the Ambassador said. “We made an error 
when we permitted her to leave here alive.” 

“At the time it seemed sensible,” the President 
said. “She was regarded as mentally incompetent. 
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Even her own doctor is convinced that she is 
insane.” 

Something close to a smile changed the face 
of the one who looked like Lyman Delacorte. 
“Yes, Dr. Kahn was thoroughly convinced. It 
was a sound idea to have him come down here. 
It gave me an opportunity to clear up that awk- 
ward business about being left-handed.” 

“Yours was an unfortunate regeneration,” the 
blond man said. “A stupid error in molecular 
reassembly.” 

“It’s funny how they are so sensitive to irrele- 
vant details about these grotesque bodies,” the 
President mused. “No matter. Dr. Kahn’s visit 
was valuable. He believed Sandra Delacorte’s mad 
ravings are the result of your love affair with my 
daughter. No, he’s no threat. Neither is Mrs. 
Delacorte.” 

“Neither is Vincent,” said the blond man. “The 
President of Nova Costa won’t pay any more 
attention to him than the rest of the world does. 
His time is limited, at any rate. By this time 


102 THE INVADERS 


tomorrow night we can move openly against 
Vincent.” 

“By the end of the week we'll be strong enough 
to move openly against the whole world,” the 
bogus Ambassador said. “We have already re- 
placed five key cabinet ministers and sixteen mem- 
bers of the legislature, including the leaders of 
both major political parties.” 

“What about the army?” the blond man asked. 
“My opinion is that we should have gotten con- 
trol of the army before the legislature.” 

“I doubt that it was necessary. We have replaced 
the Chief of Staff and the Defense Minister. We 
have control of the army for all intents and pur- 
poses.” 

“Not until you have replaced the field com- 
manders will we control the army,” the blond 
man insisted. 

“That’s enough of that talk,” the bogus Presi- 
dent cut him off. “The army field commanders 
will be replaced tomorrow night from the new 
arrivals after they have been regenerated.” 
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“The generals and the other officers don’t pre- 
sent any problem,” said the man who looked like 
Lyman Delacorte. “Up until now our available 
replacements have been very limited. It was more 
vital to use them in the ranks of enlisted men 
guarding the dam and the hydroelectric plant.” 

“I suppose that is true,” the blond man con- 
ceded. “Where did you get the information about 
Vincent?” 

“From our agent in the Delacorte house—the 
girl, Jean Taylor. It’s her opinion that Vincent is 
not as intelligent as we suppose him to be. He 
thought Dr. Kahn was one of us.” 

“Vincent may not be overly intelligent,” said 
the President, “but he has the most fantastic de- 
termination I’ve seen in any of them.” 

“Ts he still under surveillance?” asked the blond 
manager. 

“Constantly!” was the confident reply. 

They passed through a room where a group 
of workers in white overalls was observing an 
experiment. A human was strapped into a chair. 
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Fitted to his head was a steel helmet connected by 
wires to an instrument panel on the wall behind 
the chair. Atop the panel was a bank of chatter- 
ing computers that operated a line of small tele- 
vision screens over the chair. The unit was flanked 
by tubes in which clouds of glowing gas swirled 
and changed from one bright rainbow color to 
another to the pulsating rhythm of the machinery. 

The man groaned in agony and twisted and 
writhed in the chair as a succession of changing 
images materialized and disappeared on the view- 
ing screens. Signs and symbols scribbled on the 
page of a pocket notebook flashed on the screens. 
Mathematical equations, the faces of different 
men and women, a diagram of the sentry posts 
around the damsite and the hydroelectric plant, 
all appeared and vanished. 

The blond one nodded at the victim in the 
chair. “One of the Nova Costan intelligence 
agents we captured last night. We’ve already 
drained a wealth of secret information out of his 
brain,” he explained. 


DAM OF DEATH 105 


“Waste of time,” said the bogus President. 
“Soon the need for secrecy will be past.” 


Brigadier General Jaime Manuelo studied the 
big situation map on the wall of his headquarters 
five miles from the border. His dark eyes were 
puzzled. In fact, the General had been puzzled 
for the last two months. The strange and unex- 
plained events that were taking place in Terra 
Costa disturbed him greatly. 

Everything dated back to the night President 
Santoz and Ambassador Delacorte had returned 
from the OAS meeting in Mexico City. Over- 
night this country that he loved so dearly and 
that he had fought so hard to make independent 
and democratic had changed. Leopold Santoz 
had changed. General Manuelo had been shocked 
when the President informed him that Terra 
Costa planned to break the dam treaty with 
Nova Costa. When he had spoken out against 
this ruthless, unlawful act, the President had 
banished him from the capital. The greatest 
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humiliation of his career was to be assigned the 
task of expelling from the country the Nova 
Costan engineers and technicians who shared the 
maintenance work at the dam. 

A great shame lay over Terra Costa. A sickness. 
The people felt it, too. He could see it in their 
faces. A short time ago they had been a happy, 
smiling people. Now they were somber and tense. 
Even the soldiers were restless. He had never had 
so many men in the guardhouse for insubordina- 
tion on one post in his life. There was danger in 
the air. General Manuelo could smell it with an 
old soldier’s sure instinct. 

His charge of quarters entered his office and 
saluted. “Sir, one of our roving patrols just brought 
in three prisoners. Two of them are Americans 
and one is a Nova Costan. They say they are 
special emissaries from President Phillipe. They 
were picked up trying to sneak across the border.” 

General Manuelo tugged at his black mous- 
tache irritably. “Special emissaries from the Presi- 


dent of Nova Costa sneaking over the border at 
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night like common thieves? What nonsense!” 

“That’s what I think, sir.” 

The General frowned. “What other lies did 
they tell? Did they ask to speak with anyone in 
particular?” 

“Yes, sir. They claim to have a message from 
President Phillipe for you.” 

“For me?” General Manuelo was astonished. 
“What business do they have with me?” 

“They say it is a confidential matter. Un- 
doubtedly they are intelligence agents, like the 
two we picked up last week. Pll have them 
turned over to G-two.” 

“No, wait!” The General had to satisfy his 
curiosity. “I will hear what they have to say. 
Bring them here.” He hesitated. “And, Sergeant 
Roberto, don’t mention this to anyone else. Not 
until I have decided what to do with them.” 

Ten minutes later, David, Steve, and Lesseur 
were escorted into the General’s headquarters by 
three armed soldiers. General Manuelo dismissed 
the guards and closed his office door. 
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“Now, what is this nonsense about a special 
message for me from President Phillipe?” he 
demanded. 

“It is very serious business, sir,” Lesseur said. 
He took a document from his inside pocket and 
handed it to Manuelo. It bore the Nova Costan 
presidential seal beneath the signature of Alberto 
Phillipe. 

General Manuelo’s bushy eyebrows went higher 
and higher as he read the letter. When he had 
finished reading, he slammed down the letter and 
shook his head. 

“No! No! No! This is some kind of a trick,” he 
protested. “I can sympathize with your President 
for the resentment he must feel toward our nation 
because of this unfortunate disagreement over the 
Santoz-Phillipe Dam. But these preposterous 
charges against our President and the government 
of Terra Costa! How can a chief of state lend his 
name to such childish and completely malicious 
propaganda?” 

“Its not childish, and it’s not propaganda,” 
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David said. “And these ‘preposterous’ charges 
against your President are true. Only he isn’t your 
President. The man who is running the govern- 
ment of Terra Costa is an impostor! There is no 
way of telling how many impostors are in key 
government posts.” 

“It’s too incredible! I don’t believe it!” The 
General heaved his bearlike figure out of the chair 
and began to pace up and down. 

“General Manuelo, I remember what you said 
to me the day you came into my office at the hydro- 
electric plant three weeks ago with that evacua- 
tion order,” Lesseur told him. “You were 
ashamed. You said an epidemic of madness was 
sweeping over the country!” 

The General’s swarthy face flushed. “I should 
not have said that. It was disloyal. I am a soldier. 
My first allegiance is to my country and to my 
commander in chief, President Santoz. I do not 
have to agree with him, but that is no excuse for 
disloyalty.” 

“You're right, General Manuelo,” Lesseur 
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argued. “Your first duty is to your country. It is 
your duty to defend your country against any and 
all invaders—whether from Earth or from outer 
space |” 

“I must be mad myself even to listen to such 
science fiction,” the General said. 

David’s pale blue eyes lit up suddenly. “Gen- 
eral Manuelo, let me ask you something. In your 
secret thoughts don’t you ever tell yourself that 
President Santoz has changed? That he has 
turned into a different man?” 

General Manuelo was flustered. “Well . . . yes, 
his policies have changed radically. Yes, I have 
thought our President is a different man in many 
ways, but not the way you mean it, sir!” 

“Now TIl read your mind, General Manuelo,” 
David said with a tight smile. “These changes 
you observed happened very quickly, didn’t they? 
Overnight, we could say.” 

General Manuelo’s mouth flew open in amaze- 
ment. “Yes, you are right.” 

David went on. “In fact, I can pin down the 
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exact date when you became aware of the fact 
that President Santoz was a different man. It was 
the night he and Ambassador Delacorte arrived 
back from Mexico City about two months ago, 
wasn’t it?” 

The General sat down shakily in his chair. His 
face was pale. “Yes, Señor Vincent.” 

He sat there a long time saying nothing, star- 
ing into space. Then his eyes focused on David’s 
face. “I will hear everything you have to say before 
I make a decision,” he said. 

David began with his very first encounter with 
the aliens on that lonely road months earlier. He 
described his heartbreaking and frustrating efforts 
to alert the United States government and the 
United Nations to the evil threat that was hanging 
over the world. He told his story with a sincerity 
and conviction that held General Manuelo’s at- 
tention and stirred up disturbing doubts and ques- 
tions in his soldier’s mind. 

When David had finished, General Manuelo 
shook his head in confusion. “But how could 
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these—these creatures do such a thing? How 
could they substitute impostors for President San- 
toz and Ambassador Delacorte?” 

“Very easily. You recall the President’s plane 
was late that night? It was overdue by forty 
minutes. And during that forty minutes all radar 
and radio contact with it was lost.” 

“Yes, that is true.” 

“Somehow they must have managed to get their 
own crew on the plane. Somewhere between 
Mexico City and Terra Costa they must have 
murdered everyone aboard the plane. Then they 
rendezvoused with one of their spaceships in the 
Caribbean and put the impostors aboard the 
plane.” 

“Unbelievable!” 

“But you've got to believe it, General. It’s in 
your hands now. The fate of Terra Costa. The 
fate of the whole world.” 

The responsibility was almost too much for 
General Manuelo to bear. “What can I do? What 
would you have me do, gentlemen?” He looked 
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appealingly from David to Steve to Lesseur. 

“Order in your troops, General.” David walked 
to the map on the wall and put his finger on the 
area in the valley, just below the dam, sketched 
in with little squares and rectangles. “This con- 
struction work going on here—what is it?” 

“A top-secret government project, possibly 
something to do with atomic energy,” the General 
said. “I have never been inside the compound. 
It’s guarded by special police.” 

“Atomic energy, my foot!” David scoffed. 
“That’s the invaders’ first mass regeneration cen- 
ter. I'll stake my life on it! General, if you send 
in your troops now, you can destroy this center. 
Raze it to the ground. Defeat their evil purpose. 
But you can’t afford to wait. Not a week. Not a 
day! It may even be too late right now!” 

“Tf only I could see some tangible proof,” Gen- 
eral Manuelo lamented. 

“The proof is inside that compound in the 
valley, General,” Steve said. “Pull your rank. 


You’re in command of this area. Drive over there 
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in a command car and demand that they let you 
inspect what’s inside those buildings.” 

David frowned at his friend. “There’s just one 
thing wrong with that, Steve. The aliens would 
never let him walk out again.” 

“No, that’s no good,” Lesseur agreed. “But 
there is another way. A small squad of soldiers 
could seize control of the hydroelectric plant on 
top of the dam. Steve and I know that plant inside 
out. We could cut off the power supply to their 
regeneration center in the valley. That would 
paralyze their operations and give us a chance to 
get General Manuelo the proof he needs to justify 
a larger military action against their installations.” 

“Does that sound reasonable, General?” David 
asked. 

General Manuelo considered it a moment, then 
banged a fist down on his desk. “Pll probably 
end up being shot by a firing squad for treason, 
but Pll chance it. Let us get on with it at once!” 


Z. Proof Positive 


TEN sILENT shadows moved through the thick 
forest. General Manuelo’s chief scout was at the 
head of the column. Next in order came the 
General, David Vincent, Stephen Flaherty, and 
Paul Lesseur, with five of the army’s Special 
Forces troopers bringing up the rear. They were 
all dressed alike in one-piece, dark-green cover- 


alls and black berets. Each had a submachine 
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gun slung over one shoulder. They all carried 
grenades clipped to their wide belts. 

General Manuelo called a halt in a small clear- 
ing and consulted his wristwatch. It was 3:20 a.m. 
The General spread out a map on the ground and 
they gathered around to study it by the light of a 
shaded flashlight. 

The General indicated a complex of seven 
buildings in the valley, to the north of the dam, 
enclosed by jagged lines. 

“Here is the secret project site. As you can see, 
it is surrounded by a steel fence with barbed wire 
all around the top. The small encircled plus signs 
represent the security police. It would require two 
companies of infantrymen, at least, to break 
through such a heavy concentration of guards.” 

He pointed out two large rectangles with an 
X inside each one at either end of the dam. 

“Here are the dam control centers,” he said. 

“From them the machinery of the dam is oper- 
ated by remote control,” Steve explained. “One 
works the locks and gates on the east; the 
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other works the locks and gates on the west.” 

“And here is the hydroelectric plant,” said the 
General, indicating a larger rectangle alongside 
the eastern control center. “All of these installa- 
tions are heavily guarded by posted sentries. Also 
there are roving patrols.” He touched five circles 
enclosing X’s scattered around the perimeter of 
the reservoir. 

“We will make a wide swing around the reser- 
voir and attack the hydroelectric plant from the 
southeast.” He drew an arrow on the map point- 
ing to a corner of the plant. “Any questions, gen- 
tlemen?” 

“What is the strength of the guard details 
guarding the plant and the dam control center on 
that side?” David asked. 

“Our latest intelligence revealed that there are 
five men posted at each of the blockhouses that 
house the dam control centers and five more at 
the plant. The roving patrols consist of two men. 
Each patrol also has a sentry dog.” 

“Thats a good sign,” David said. “They’re 
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spread out pretty thin around the dam itself. It 
means they’re short of regenerated personnel. As 
yet the full-scale regeneration project hasn’t been 
started. If they had the men to spare, you can 
bet they would have cordoned off the area up 
here with as many troops as they have in the 
valley.” i 

“Excellent military thinking, Señor Vincent,” 
the General said. “With the element of surprise 
on our side, I think we can capture the plant be- 
fore they can muster reinforcements. All right, 
let us move out.” 

He put out the light and issued final instruc- 
tions. “We don’t want to start shooting any sooner 
than absolutely necessary, remember. It would 
alert the guards at the plant. If we run into any of 
the roving patrols, they must be overcome with 
knives, hands, or rifle butts. Is that understood?” 

The men all mumbled their assent. 

General Manuelo removed his pistol from its 
holster and grinned. “There is also this little 
device to fall back on in an emergency.” He took 
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a metal cylinder from the pocket of his coveralls 
and fitted it over the muzzle of the pistol. 

“A silencer!” David said with satisfaction. 
“That may come in very handy, General.” 

As they moved through the forest again, they 
heard voices in the distance. David’s hands tight- 
ened on the barrel and stock of his machine gun. 

They had been on the march for fifteen minutes 
when the scout up front stopped and froze like 
a bird dog. He held a hand straight up in the air. 
They all stood very still, hardly daring to breathe. 
After a time the scout slithered off silently into 
the darkness. 

It seemed to David that they stood there rigidly, 
not speaking, for hours, but the luminous dial 
of his wristwatch showed that only ten minutes 
had passed since the scout left them to reconnoiter. 
Another five minutes went by before he returned 
as silently as he had departed. He whispered to 
General Manuelo. 

The General turned to David and the others. 
“Bad luck!” he said grimly. “There’s a ravine up 
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ahead with a narrow footbridge over it. It seems 
that since our last intelligence they have posted 
two sentries at the bridge.” 

“Can we go around the ravine?” David asked. 

“It would take us ten miles out of our way,” 
was the reply. “There are two more bridges to the 
south, but there may be guards posted at those as 
well.” 

“We can’t risk it,’ David said. “Time is run- 
ning out. In another few hours it will be light. 
What do you suggest, General?” 

“A bold approach is the only way, I think,” 
said the General. “We may be able to bluff the 
sentries. I’ll tell them the army is holding night 
maneuvers in this area by special order of the 
President. It’s no secret to anyone that war with 
Nova Costa may come at any moment.” 

David sighed. “We don’t have a choice. We 
could easily blast our way over the bridge. There 
are only two of them. But once we use our guns, 
the cat will be out of the bag.” 

The General took a deep breath and unbuckled 
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the top of his pistol holster. “All right, we go 
forward now. Make as much noise as you can. 
We don’t want them to think we’re sneaking 
up on them.” 

They advanced toward the bridge, crashing 
through the brush with heavy footsteps. The 
scout was whistling a gay Latin tune. The trees 
thinned out, and then they were in the open, 
walking through knee-high grass. The General 
switched on a powerful searchlight and swept the 
beam in a wide arc in front of him. 

“Stop where you are!” a voice shouted to them. 

The spotlight found the sentries, two big men 
in tight gray uniforms and round metal helmets 
buckled beneath their chins. They wore shiny 
badges pinned on the left side of their shirts. Both 
of them were armed with carbines, held at the 
ready and cocked. 

“What are you men doing here?” the General 
called out in a sharp, authoritative voice. “All of 
this area south of the dam has been declared off 
limits to everyone but army troops. President 
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Santoz has ordered special maneuvers to be staged 
here.” 

He kept advancing toward them in the face 
of their guns. David and the others followed. The 
sentries’ trigger fingers tensed. They seemed com- 
pletely bewildered by this unexpected intrusion 
of the army. / 

“Nothing was said to us about the army holding 
special maneuvers,” one of them said suspiciously. 
“Our orders are to take into custody any and all 
persons who are not authorized to be within one 
mile of the dam.” 

General Manuelo laughed. “Well, there you 
are! I repeat, the army has been authorized to 
hold war games here. Perhaps you would like 
to take into custody the entire Twenty-Sixth In- 
fantry Division?” 

Taking the cue, David and the others began to 
laugh uproariously. The sentries were badly con- 
fused now. They looked at each other helplessly. 

“Identify yourself,” the taller of the guards 
snapped. 
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“With pleasure,” said the General. He took his 
ID card from the breast pocket of his coveralls. 
“I am Brigadier General Jaime Manuelo, the 
Commander of all military forces in this sector. 
As a matter of fact, you Special Police come under 
my jurisdiction, too.” 

“You are mistaken, General,” said the tall sen- 
try. “The Special Police answer only to President 
Santoz.” 

Although their cold, hard faces still showed 
hostility, David noted that the guards had lowered 
the muzzles of their weapons. They must have 
been informed that the army had moved up to 
defend the dam in case war broke out with Nova 
Costa. 

General Manuelo smiled at the guards. “No 
matter. We are all working together for a common 
cause, to uphold the honor of our glorious coun- 
try. Now, will you stand aside and permit us to 
carry on with our night exercise?” 

The carbines came up again. “You cannot cross 
the bridge without clearance from the chief of 
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Special Police,” the tall one said firmly. “I’m 
sorry, General. We have our orders.” 

General Manuelo glared at them. “You will pay 
for this insubordination, I can promise you. My 
adjutant will take down your names, and tomor- 
row official charges will be filed with your super- 
iors.” He looked at Lesseur. “Captain Lesseur, 
step forward.” 

In brisk military manner Lesseur went up to 
the guards. “Let me see your identification, 
please.” He took out a notebook and a pencil. 

The sentries hesitated. Finally the tall one 
shrugged. “Let him see our cards. It makes no 
difference.” He let the butt of his carbine come 
to rest on the ground, holding it by the barrel with 
one hand. His other hand slipped inside his tunic 
to get the ID card. Following suit, the other 
guard slung his carbine onto his shoulder and 
searched for his card. 

David read the message in the General’s eyes 
even before he spoke. 

“Now!” 
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David leaped forward, flinging the submachine 
gun off his shoulder and lifting it over his head. 
The smaller guard took a step backward and 
brought up an arm to protect his face, but not 
fast enough. The heavy butt plate of the machine 
gun smashed down on the bridge of his nose. 
He groaned and collapsed in a heap. 

Lesseur kicked at the taller guard’s carbine and 
sent it flying into the high grass. He threw a 
punch at the man’s chin, but it went wild. Re- 
acting quickly, the guard threw himself at Les- 
seur, and they went down, thrashing and rolling 
around on the ground. Steve and several of the 
soldiers turned to come to Lesseur’s aid. 

The taller guard whirled and dove for his car- 
bine. He clutched it and rolled over in the grass. 
The muzzle pointed up at General Manuelo. But 
the General already had his pistol out. He 
squeezed off a shot. The report was no louder 
than the dull, muffled spit of an air rifle. The 
silencer did its job well. The guard grabbed his 


chest and rolled over on his side. 
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General Manuelo watched with horror and dis- 
belief as the still body began to glow in the dark- 
ness. It became brighter and brighter until it was 
enveloped in eerie, heatless fire. The features of 
the face dissolved. The form shrank and black- 
ened. The fire flickered, faded, and was gone. The 
body was gone. And the only evidence that it had 
ever existed was the helmet and the carbine lying 
in the grass. 

General Manuelo muttered an oath in Spanish. 
His face was chalk white. His soldiers gathered 
around the spot where the guard had vanished, 
jabbering at each other in awe and terror. 

Lesseur got to his feet and brushed off his cloth- 
ing. He seemed unharmed. 

“You okay, Paul?” Steve asked anxiously. 

“I’m fine.” Lesseur glanced nervously at the 
spot where the sentry’s body had disintegrated, 
an unspoken question in his eyes. 

All of them were shaken up by what they had 
just witnessed, It was the first factual demonstra- 
tion of the fantastic and inhuman properties which 
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the aliens possessed that any of them, except David 
Vincent, had ever witnessed. 

David drove the point home to the General. 
“You wanted proof, General. Now you’ve seen it. 
Is there any doubt in your mind after this?” 

“No,” General Manuelo said in a hushed voice. 
“I have seen with my own eyes. These creatures 
are not of this world. They are not human 
beings.” 

He looked at the unconscious sentry on the 
ground and brought up his pistol. “It is a hard 
thing to kill a man,” he said. “But this is not a 
man. Ít is an evil monster.” 

“No, wait, General!” David tried to stop him. 
“A captive alien would be conclusive proof to 
show the world!” 

But it was too late. The pistol barked softly, 
and the alien vanished in a display of shimmer- 
ing fire and a puff of curling vapor. 

“There will be others, Señor Vincent,” the Gen- 
eral said tensely. “Let us get on with our mission.” 


They were filing across the bridge in a line 
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when David felt Lesseur’s hand come down on his 
shoulder. “Look!” he said hoarsely. “To the 
north!” 

The hair bristled on the back of David’s neck, 
and a cold, unseen finger ran down his spine. 
Far away on the horizon he could see three disks 
of brilliant, pulsating light. 

“Good night!” Steve muttered. “Flying sau- 
cers. It’s the first time I’ve ever seen a UFO!” 

“They’re not unidentified flying objects,” David 
reminded him. “Not anymore. There’s no longer 
any doubt about their identification. Invading 
spaceships, that’s what they are—the first enemy 
troop transports from outer space. It’s begun!” 

General Manuelo’s voice sounded agonized. 
“I should have listened to you, Señor Vincent. I 
should have sent in the troops as you asked. Now 
it is too late for that.” 

“Not if we can fight our way into the power 
plant,” David said. “There may be a thousand 
invaders on those saucers, but in their natural 
form they’re totally helpless. If we can cut off the 
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electric power to the regeneration center, they 
won't be able to transform them into human 
form.” 

“What are we waiting for?” Steve said. He 
unslung his submachine gun and cocked it. “Let’s 


gol” 
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THE COLUMN stopped at the edge of the forest. 
Beyond this point the land was flat and open. 
Peering out through the foliage, David saw the 
dark outline of a long, low, rectangular building 
about two hundred yards away. 

“The hydroelectric plant,” Lesseur whispered 
in his ear. “Over to the left—that squat block- 
house—that’s Dam Control Number Two. We’re 
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in luck. Usually this entire area is illuminated by 
spotlights.” 

“I wonder . . .” David murmured. Somehow 
he did not feel lucky. “Why would they turn out 
the lights when they’re so security-conscious about 
everything else?” 

“To conserve every kilowatt of power for the 
regeneration plant,” Steve suggested. “That is, if 
your theory is right that they’re planning a mass 
regeneration operation very soon.” 

“Yes, I suppose that’s it,” David said. 

The throbbing of the plant’s huge generators 
was uncomfortable to the ears. There was the 
lesser roaring of water, carefully controlled, rush- 
ing over the dam to feed the small river that ran 
through the valley below. 

The General briefed them. “According to our 
spies, there are two guards posted just inside the 
main entrance of the plant. One man is at the 
rear entrance, and two more patrol the interior. 
We'll go in through the rear, naturally.” 

“How do we get the guard to open up the 
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door?” Lesseur inquired. “It’s made of steel two 
inches thick. There’s no chance of breaking it 
down.” 

“We won't have to,” General Manuelo said 
confidently. He held up a helmet he had picked 
up from one of the aliens back at the bridge. 
After removing his own beret, he put on the 
helmet. “There is an eye-level peephole in the 
door, as I recall. I think I can pass myself off as 
one of their Special Police. Long enough, at least, 
to persuade him to open the door.” 

They remained in the cover of the trees for 
another five minutes, scanning the terrain on all 
sides of the plant and the dam control station. 
Finally General Manuelo was satisfied. 

“All right, we go now.” 

One by one they left the forest and ran, 
crouched over, across the open space toward the 
back of the power plant. Clinging to the shadows 
along the rear wall of the building, they made 
their way toward a doorway lit up by a dim, over- 
head bulb. Opposite them, about one hundred 
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yards away, was the dam control station, a squat, 
dark outline against the glistening surface of the 
reservoir behind it. It appeared deserted. 

David was troubled. The whole thing was just 
too easy to suit him. It did not conform to his 
previous experience with the aliens. They were 
always on the alert, keen, suspicious. Could it 
be, he wondered, that their association with the 
people of this world and their persistent efforts 
to imitate human life were beginning to have an 
adverse effect on them? Were they becoming 
victims of human error? Were they growing 
overconfident, careless? 

The answer came sooner than he had expected. 

Blinding spotlights, flaring from all directions, 
speared them against the wall of the electric plant. 
A loudspeaker blared in their ears: 

“Throw down your weapons! You are sur- 
rounded!” 

One of General Manuelo’s soldiers shouted 
defiantly and began to fire his submachine gun 
wildly. There was a volley of shots from the flat 
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roof of the dam control station. Heavy-caliber 
bullets slammed the soldier’s body back against 
the wall. He twisted and fell, dying before he 
hit the ground. 

“Throw down your weapons and put your 
hands in the air!” the loudspeaker blared again. 

“Enough!” General Manuelo shouted. “We 
have no chance.” 

Sick with despair, they placed their submachine 
guns on the ground and unbuckled their grenade 
belts. 

David shielded his eyes from the lights and 
looked around. Helmeted figures were silhouetted 
along the parapet of the blockhouse, all holding 
machine guns. On the ground other Special Police 
were closing in around them from three direc- 
tions. Their faces had the wooden expression of 
department-store dummies. 

Steve slumped against the wall and said heavily, 
Tars that.” 

“We have failed,” Lesseur moaned in a voice 
trembling with emotion. 


————Srti“‘ CSCS! 
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General Manuelo covered his face with his 
hands. “It is all my fault. What a fool I am! If 
only I had believed you before it was too late, Mr. 
Vincent.” 

David’s eyes were hard. His profile looked as 
if it had been carved out of granite. “Don’t blame 
yourself too much, General. You only had a few 
hours to make up your mind. There are hundreds 
of other people I’ve been talking to for months. 
They wouldn’t listen, either.” 

The alien in command of the police detail or- 
dered the prisoners to line up in single file and to 
clasp their hands together behind their necks. 
Then they were marched down a steep winding 
trail that led into the valley. 

As they approached the high steel fence that 
enclosed the buildings in the valley, David said 
to General Manuelo, “Now you're going to see 
everything, General. How they do it—what our 
world has to look forward to. Even though I’ve 
told you what to expect, it’s still going to come as 
the shock of your life.” 
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They were taken into what appeared to be a 
storage warehouse for electronic equipment and 
a testing laboratory. They walked across a steel 
catwalk overlooking an amphitheater covered by 
a glass-domed roof. Workers, dressed in insulated 
uniforms and rubber shoes and gloves, scurried 
back and forth in front of a large instrument and 
control panel, flicking switches and circuit break- 
ers and consulting dials. 

A voice drifted up to them as they passed: “Up 
the power by an additional five hundred thousand 
volts. That should do it. Unit Number One can be 
in operation within the hour.” 

Another voice: “Excellent. They can begin dis- 
embarking from the transports in thirty minutes.” 

David and Lesseur exchanged stricken looks. 
Steve walked ahead of them in silence, lost in his 
own thoughts. His shoulders sagged. His head 
was bent low. 

Lesseur sighed. “I have seen photographs of the 
doomed men who made the Bataan Death March 
back when your country was fighting Japan. Your 
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friend Stephen has that same look of hopelessness 
and defeat.” 

David did not reply. He just stared unblink- 
ingly at Steve’s back. 

The guards took them down a long corridor 
to an open doorway. The one in charge ordered 
David, Steve, and Lesseur into the room. 

“The General and his men will come with 
us,” he said. 

General Manuelo, his face lined with grief and 
strain, held out his hand to David. “I think maybe 
we will not meet again, Señor Vincent. Not in 
this life. Adios.” 

David tried to make it easier for him. 

“We have an old saying in my country, Gen- 
eral,” he said. “ ‘Where there is life, there is 
hopel’” 

The General smiled wryly. “I will try to re- 
member that, my friend.” 

David, Steve, and Lesseur went inside the room, 
and the steel door clanged shut after them. David 


looked around curiously. 
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“Looks like they’re getting this ready to be a 
dormitory for the incoming troops,” he observed. 

The room had the appearance of a military 
barracks. There were six metal cots lined up 
against the two longest walls. The springs were 
new and shiny. There were neither bedding nor 
mattresses in sight. At the far end of the room 
there was a raised platform with a smaller, round 
dais in the center of it. Behind the platform on 
the wall there was a control panel, only partially 
installed. Loose wires dangled from it. Some of the 
instrument wells were empty. 

“What is this?” Lesseur murmured as they 
walked to the other end of the room for a closer 
inspection. 

“There’s something very familiar . . .” David 
began, then his voice trailed off. He looked up 
at a thick cable that dangled from the ponies 
ceiling. 

“Yes, that’s it, all right!” he exclaimed. “They’re 
in the process of installing one of their regenera- 
tion chambers in here. Very clever, too. The 
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human forms the invaders inhabit are like walk- 
ing, living storage batteries, in a sense. In order 
to keep themselves human, they have to get ‘re- 
charged’ at regular intervals. They have to submit 
themselves to another jolt in a regeneration cham- 
ber. I suppose they figure it’s good planning for 
the future to have a chamber convenient and 
quickly available whenever one of them has to 
get a recharge. One unit for so many in a group. 
Undoubtedly they don’t want to tie up the equip- 
ment in the main regeneration centers for that 
purpose. Once the mass migration to Earth is in 
full swing, things are going to get pretty hectic 
in the processing centers.” 

Lesseur studied the big cable hanging from the 
ceiling with intense interest. “I wonder if there’s 
any juice in it yet,” he mused. 

Steve shook his head. “Not likely. It would be 
too dangerous with the high-powered wattage 
these people go in for.” 

Lesseur followed the trail of the cable over 
the ceiling, then down in back of the control 
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panel on the wall. The unfinished panel was not 
enclosed yet, so he could peer behind it. 

“Ah, yes,” he said. “You're right, Stephen. It 
is already connected to the main power source, 
but the terminals are open.” He frowned at the 
front of the board. “The switches are not func- 
tioning as yet. But it could be done by manual 
operation.” 

“What could be done by manual operation?” 
David asked anxiously. 

“Nothing. Nothing worth mentioning, Dave. 
Pm just thinking aloud.” 

David caught Steve’s eye. “I’m doing some 
mighty loud thinking myself. And they’re not 
very pretty thoughts.” 

Steve’s face registered surprise. “I have a hunch 
your thoughts are very much like mine. Want to 
compare?” 

David nodded. “You first.” 

Steve folded his arms across his chest. His ex- 
pression was fierce. “They were waiting for us to 
arrive, back there at the electric plant.” 
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“Cheek?” 

“They knew we were coming.” 

Lesseur turned his head in their direction with 
sudden interest. “What did you say?” 

“They were informed of our plans,” Steve told 
him. 

Lesseur threw his hands in the air. “But that’s 
not possible! We didn’t know what we were going 
to do until we saw the General in his office. Then 
only the four of us had the information. The 
soldiers knew nothing until after we were on our 
way. So—” He gasped, and an expression of hor- 
ror and disbelief came over his face as the mean- 
ing of what he had said sank into his mind. 

“Yes, Paul,” David said quietly. “It had to be 
one of the four of us who informed them.” 

“General Manuelo,” Steve said. 

Lesseur was shocked. “No! I cannot believe it. 
The General couldn’t be one of them!” 

Steve smiled without humor. “Well, I know it 
couldn’t be Dave or me. I trust you, too, Paul. Be- 
sides, the General was the only one who had an 
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opportunity to send off a message. He left us to- 
gether in his office. Remember? But he was gone 
for more than a half hour setting up the detail. 
Right? Plenty of time for him to get off an SOS 
to his friends that we were going to take over the 
hydroelectric works.” 

“Yes, of course!” 

“Tt all falls into place so neatly,” David said 
slowly. 

“Sure. And why did they separate us from the 
General?” Steve wanted to know. “Right now, my 
bet is that he’s in with them, laughing at us for 
being the dumb jerks we are.” 

“No, they won’t be laughing. One thing the 
aliens never do is laugh,’ David said wearily. 
“There’s no laughter, no love, no passion in their 
makeup. They’re machines. They have none of 
the human values that really count.” His voice 
rose in angry defiance. “That’s why they’ll never 
be victorious, no matter what happens to us. They 
have the cold, calculating genius of programmed 
computers. In the end that kind of thinking can 
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never overcome the special mysterious miracle of 
the human mind.” 

“I wish I had your confidence, old buddy,” 
Steve said. 

There was a gleam of excitement in Lesseur’s 
eyes. “David, you did say these aliens are vulner- 
able to the same things as we humans? They can 
be hurt? They can be killed?” 

“Yes, you saw that yourself back at the bridge. 
They can be killed by bullets, by knives, by any- 
thing that would be fatal to us.” 

“By anything that would be fatal to us!” Les- 
seur echoed, his excitement rising. “I think possi- 
bly I am going to perform one of those ‘special 
miracles’ you were just talking about!” 


9. A Speck of Hope 


Davip, you cET busy on those cots. Unhook the 
springs and lay them out on the floor in front of 
the door side by side,” Lesseur said. “Stephen and 
I will handle the technical end of it.” 

“What are you up to, Paul?” Steve wanted to 
know. 

“Were going to set up a high-voltage electric 
grille.” Lesseur pointed to the thick cable dan- 
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gling over the platform. “That will be our source 
of current.” 

He picked up a thick coil of heavy-duty 
BX cable that lay to one side of the platform. 
“We'll hook up to the main circuit with this and 
run a line along the side of the room to the grille. 
Then we can close the terminals behind the panel 
by hand.” 

“Thats crazy!” Steve objected. “It won’t 
work.” 

“Of course it will work,” Lesseur said, laugh- 
ing. “Say, I thought you were an electrical engi- 
neer. These steel floor plates make a perfect 
ground. Once they step on the grillwork, they'll 
be dead men.” 

“Dead aliens,” David corrected him. “What 
makes you so sure it won’t work, Steve?” 

Steve snorted. “You think intelligent beings 
like them will be taken in by a trick like this? 
How do we get them to walk on the mattress 
springs? The minute they see them on the floor, 
they'll suspect something.” 
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“Not if we can create a loud enough distrac- 
tion, they won’t,” David said. “Come on. Let's 
get busy. It’s our only chance.” 

He went to work on the cheap metal cots, 
unsnapping the springs from the frames at the 
head and foot. The mattress springs were of the 
simplest type, flat metal bands woven together 
in a crisscrossing pattern. One by one he spread 
them out on the floor before the door. When he 
had finished, the grille was about eighteen feet 
long and ten feet wide. The separate springs were 
wired together by Lesseur and Steve. Last of all, 
the BX cable was attached to the grille, and 
Lesseur tripped the switch behind the control 
panel, using the toe of his rubber-soled shoe as a 
hammer. 

For a final touch Lesseur filled up a bucket he 
had found in the small lavatory off one side of 
the room. He sloshed water across the floor in the 
area of the grille and repeated the process three 
times. 

He winked at David. “That’s for insurance. 
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Water and electricity are like gasoline and fire. 
Poof!” 

“I have an awful feeling that the only thing 
this will accomplish is to get us a slug in the head,” 
Steve said moodily. 

“Sooner or later they’re going to kill us any- 
way,” David reminded him. “At least, this way, 
we'll go out fighting.” 

“How are we going to lure them in here now?” 
Lesseur asked. 

“We start a riot,” David said. He took out a 
pocketknife with a screwdriver attachment and 
dismantled one of the cots. He passed a tubular 
steel leg to Steve and to Lesseur and kept one 
himself. 

“Now, everybody up on the platform and start 
whacking the daylights out of the control panel. 
And let’s give em the old Rebel yell—loud and 
wild. They must have a guard posted outside. 
Make sure he hears us.” 

They mounted the platform and began to 
pound on the metal panel with the steel cot legs, 
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shouting and whooping at the top of their lungs. 
The din was deafening. David kept one eye fixed 
on the door. 

They kept at it a long time. David’s hopes were 
beginning to falter when suddenly the door was 
flung open. Three of them were framed in the 
open doorway, dressed in the helmets and uni- 
forms of the special security police. They had 
their machine guns at the ready. 

David whirled around and shook a fist at them. 
“Were going to tear this joint apart!” he 
screamed at them. Then he smashed a dial at the 
top of the board with the steel club. 

Cursing in fury, they ran into the room, onto 
the deadly grille. The men on the platform winced 
as more than a million volts of electricity turned 
their forms into living, twisting torches. This was 
more spectacular than the cold fire in which the 
invaders were consumed after death. Bright, 
sparkling, leaping flames and balls of fire the 
size of oranges bombarded them. In seconds the 
three guards had been reduced to fine ashes that 
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sifted through the cot springs onto the floor be- 
neath. All that remained were their singed hel- 
mets and the submachine guns, the wooden stocks 
black and charred. 

Lesseur leaped to the side of the panel, shoe in 
hand, and knocked the terminals apart again. 

“Quickly! Close the door,” he said. “It’s safe to 
walk on the grille now.” 

David ran to the other end of the room and 
looked out the doorway. The corridor was empty 
in both directions. He closed the door. 

“On with these helmets. If they don’t look too 
closely at our clothing, we may fool them. We 
have the guns if it comes to a fight.” He picked 
up one of the submachine guns and brushed away 
the surface ash from the wooden stock. It seemed 
to be in good working order. 

“So what do we do now?” Steve asked tensely. 
“The only way out of this compound is through 
that gate in front. There’s an army of their police 
out there. They’ll cut us down like rats.” 

“We'll worry about that when we come to it,” 
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David told him. He fitted the helmet to his head. 
“Okay, let’s go!” } 

He opened the door and peered up and down 
the corridor. “All clear,” he said. “We'll go out 
one by one. Keep an interval of about ten feet 
between each man. That way we won’t attract so 
much attention. Steve, you go first. Paul, you go 
next. I’ll bring up the rear.” 

Steve objected. “Thanks, buddy. It’s real sweet 
of you to put me up front.” 

The corners of David’s thin lips turned up 
slightly. There was a glint in his eyes. “What’s 
the matter, Steve?” he asked quietly. “Not afraid 
to have me in back of you, are you? Nervous I 
might be one of them?” 

“Don’t be crazy!” Steve snarled. He brushed 
past David roughly and stepped out into the 
corridor. 

Lesseur glanced at David. “Stephen has a bad 
case of the jitters.” 

David didn’t answer him. 

They had almost reached the end of the cor- 
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ridor when two technicians came out of a room 
just as Steve walked past it. They glanced after 
him with suspicious eyes. The taller one said some- 
thing to his companion, then they started after 
Steve. 

“You there! Stop!” the taller one called out. 

David quickened his pace to’ catch up with 
Lesseur, who was moving up behind the two 
aliens. Steve stopped and turned to face them. 
They examined him from head to foot. 

“That’s not the proper police uniform he’s 
wearing,” the short blond one said. “And look 
at that weapon! It’s been in a fire! Grab him! 
He’s not one of us!” 

Steve made no effort to resist as they jumped 
in on either side of him and grabbed his arms. 
At the same time David and Lesseur pounced on 
the technicians, slugging them at the base of their 
skulls with their gun butts. They went down 
without a sound. 

“Let’s go!” David said. “It’s going to get 
hotter from here on.” 
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They crossed the steel catwalk that hung over 
the glass-domed laboratory. A genuine security 
guard was approaching them from the opposite 
direction. David had his machine gun tucked 
casually under his right arm, the muzzle point- 
ing toward the catwalk. He switched off the 
safety catch and elevated the barrel slightly. 

The guard did not notice that anything was 
wrong until he was about twenty-five feet from 
them. Suddenly he stopped, and his mouth flew 
open. He whipped the submachine gun off his 
shoulder. But David touched off a quick burst 
before he could shoot at them. The force of the 
bullets sent the guard toppling back over the 
guardrail on one side of the catwalk. He fell, 
screaming in a last agonized breath of life. His 
body landed spread-eagled on the glass dome be- 
neath the walk. Inside the lab the workers stared 
up at it in shock and wonder as the quick, intense 
fire consumed him. 

David, Steve, and Lesseur sprinted the rest of 
the way across the catwalk and through a door- 
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way into another corridor. 

“This way!” Lesseur said. “It leads to the en- 
trance!” 

They rounded a corner at top speed and burst 
into a round anteroom. Two guards, stationed 
at the double steel doors, were caught completely 
by surprise. Before they could unsling their weap- 
ons, David and Lesseur were on top of them, 
battering them with their gun butts. They went 
down, unconscious. 

David flung open the doors and looked out 
into the big courtyard formed by this building 
and three other similar structures. He could see 
the main gate between two of the other buildings. 
It was guarded by two standing sentries who were 
double covered by two more guards stationed in 
high watchtowers at either side of the gate. Other 
sentries roamed back and forth around the perim- 
eter of the fence. 

“Not a chance!” said David grimly. 

“Not that way,” said Lesseur. “But there is 
our chance. Look!” 
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To the left, at the far side of the courtyard, 
David saw the helicopter. Stenciled on its side 
was the insignia of the Terra Costan Air Force. 
Pilot and copilot were walking around the ship 
checking the small directional rotor blades and 
the undercarriage. They were patiently awaiting 
return of their VIP passengers, President Leo- 
pold Santoz and the honorable American Am- 
bassador, Lyman Delacorte. 

“None of us knows how to fly a copter,” Steve 
protested. 

“I do,” Lesseur said. “I was a pilot in the Air 
Rescue Service when I served in the armed forces 
during the revolution.” He looked all about him 
once more, then said urgently, “On the double!” 
He led the way on a diagonal across the quad- 
rangle, running with the submachine gun held at 
port. 

The pilot and copilot, who wore the uniform 
of Air Force officers, stared in bewilderment at 
the three figures running toward them. 


David kept shouting at them to confuse them 
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further. “Get that ship out of here at once. There’s 
an emergency alert. Enemy bombers flying this 
way!” 

“Enemy bombers!” the pilot murmured. He 
looked at his copilot questioningly. “What about 
el Presidente?” he asked. 

At that instant David and his friends got an 
unintentional assist from the aliens. An alarm 
Klaxon sounded over the area to alert the security 
police that enemy prisoners had escaped. 

“Air alert!” the pilot exclaimed. “Quickly! In- 
to the cockpit!” The two of them scrambled into 
the copter and started the engines. 

The giant rotor blades were kicking up a storm 
of sand and wind by the time David, Steve, and 
Lesseur ran up breathlessly. David looked back 
across his shoulder and saw armed guards stream- 
ing out of the buildings all around them. He 
yanked open the cockpit door and grabbed the 
copilot by the shirt. 

“You're grounded this trip, friend!” He jerked 
him out of the seat and through the door, and sent 
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him spinning head over heels in the sand. 

The pilot screamed and reached for the pistol 
holstered at his hip. David leaned into the cockpit 
and hit him with a short right cross to the jaw. 
The pilot groaned and went limp. David lifted 
him under the arms and tossed him out of the 
cockpit. He slapped Lesseur on the back. 

“In you go, Paul! And get this bird aloft 
pronto!” 

Lesseur leaped into the pilot’s seat, and David 
and Steve crowded in after him. The copter began 
to lift even before David could close the door. The 
rotors churned up a blinding cloud of dirt and 
sand as Lesseur advanced the throttle to the full 
position. The converging police were literally 
deluged by the blinding, choking storm. Unable 
to see, they began to fire their guns wildly. A few 
slugs shattered the windshield. One plowed up 
through the deck between David’s feet. Luck was 
on their side for a change. There were no serious 
hits, 


In minutes the big helicopter was hovering 
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high above the blazing compound, out of range 
of the guns. l 

“Let’s get out of here fast!” Steve said. “Does 
this baby have enough gas to get us back to 
Calienter™ 

David and Lesseur turned to stare at him in 
surprise. “Caliente?” David said in a terse voice. 
“You want us to run out and give them a free 
hand now?” 

Steve wore the expression of a sullen child. 
“What do you want from us, Dave? Weve all 
risked our lives enough for one miserable night. 
What’s the use, anyway? What else can we do? 
The three of us against an army of them—it 
just doesn’t make any sense. What about you, 
Paul?” 

Lesseur’s voice cracked like a whip in the small 
cockpit. “What a man does with his life is his 
own business, Stephen. I saw a couple of para- 
chutes back there, my friend. If you want to quit 
this party, that is your right to decide. Put one of 
the chutes on, and as soon as we are clear of the 
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valley you can jump. It’s only a short hike to the 
border.” 

Steve stared shamefacedly down at the floor- 
boards between his feet and said nothing for a 
while. When he finally spoke, it was with great 
emotion. 

“Tm sorry, Paul, Dave. You know I wouldn’t 
run out on you. I just thought— Well, I don’t 
know what I thought. This nightmare has me 
punchy. Okay, Dave, what’s our next move?” 

“What we started out to do in the beginning. 
Move in on the hydroelectric plant and cut off 
their power if we can.” 

Even Lesseur could not hide his pessimism. 
“The guards up there will have been alerted by 
now that we have escaped. They'll be ready for 
us, no doubt.” 

“Not the way were going in,” David said 
grimly. “Paul, can you put this baby down on the 
plant’s roof?” 

“I can put it down on a dime,” Lesseur an- 
swered, his spirits rising. “There is only one thing, 
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David. Even if we can seize control of the plant 
from the guards and cut off the power supply 
to the regeneration center in the valley, how long 
can we hold our advantage? They will come after 
us with every security guard they have.” 

“I know,” David admitted. “And we’ve lost 
the General and the shortwave transmitter. ‘There 
isn’t any chance of getting a message back to the 
army headquarters to send reinforcements, the 
way we had it planned.” 

“They've got us no matter what happens,” 
Steve said. “The best we can do is to delay their 
plans for a few hours.” 

David punched the copter’s instrument panel in 
frustration. “No! There has to be a way. There 
must be a way to stop them!” 

They were out of the valley now, cruising over 
the top of the dam. The horizon to the east was 
brightening. Soon it would be daylight. David 
squinted down at the dark rectangle of the hydro- 
electric plant and next to it the blockhouse that 
housed the dam control center. 
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He studied the wide face of the dam. He 
thought about the steady, controlled flow of water 
that fed the little river flowing through the valley. 

Controlled flow. 

His brain began to tingle. The blockhouses on 
each end of the dam controlled the flow of water 
from the reservoir into the valley. 

“Paul!” David reached over and grasped Les- 
seur’s arm. “I’ve got an idea—a better idea than 
capturing the electric plant. Put us down on the 
roof of the control center—the one on the other 
side of the dam. They’re expecting us to hit their 
power source. If there is a reception committee 
waiting down there, they'll be at the plant site.” 

“Yes... of course!” Lesseur grasped his mean- 
ing. “David, what a brilliant inspiration!” 

Steve frowned. “Brilliant? I don’t get it, guys.” 

“If we can get into that control center, we can 
operate the locks that regulate the flow of water 
over this entire side of the dam.” 

“We throw them wide open!” Lesseur said 
triumphantly. “We flood the valley!” 
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“What would that accomplish?” Steve asked. 

“Are you kidding?” David said. “When the 
dam outside of Los Angeles collapsed back in 
1928, whole villages were swept away in the 
valley. Seven hundred buildings, homes, factories, 
stores. Everything demolished. If we can flood 
this valley, their regeneration center and their 
saucers will be destroyed. ... And all of them 
along with it,” he added with satisfaction. 

Lesseur turned the helicopter around in a wide 
arc and headed for the west end of the dam. When 
they were over the blockhouse, he cut the main 
rotor engine and the big copter settled down 
slowly like a bird about to alight. They landed 
with a gentle thud and leaped out while the blades 
were still spinning. 

An instant later a trapdoor opened in the flat 
roof, and the head and shoulders of a security 
guard popped into view. His startled face was lit 
by the light streaming up from below him. He 
shouted and brought up the barrel of his sub- 
machine gun. 
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“Hit the deck!” David shouted and threw him- 
self flat on the roof. 

Fire spurted out of the muzzle of the guard’s 
gun, and the whine of slugs cut the air over 
David’s head. He aimed along the barrel of his 
own weapon and squeezed the trigger. The guard 
screamed in pain and slid out of sight. David and 
Lesseur crawled to the trapdoor and peered cau- 
tiously into the room below. The dead alien had 
already vaporized, leaving only his helmet and 
machine gun on the floor. 

David dropped through the opening and landed 
on his feet with catlike grace. Lesseur and Steve 
followed him. They edged through an open door- 
way and started down a dim hallway, keeping 
close to the walls, weapons held up in front of 
them. 

“The General said there were five guards in 
each of the operation control centers,” he whis- 
pered, “so we have four more to worry about.” 

“At least,” Lesseur muttered. “Maybe they 
were reinforced after what happened tonight.” 
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“I doubt it,” David said. “The danger was over 
after they rounded us up—or so they thought. 
And even if they did send up reinforcements, they 
would have put them over at the electric plant. 
We led them to believe the plant was our target.” 

Further discussion ended as the sound of frantic 
footsteps came from an open stairwell at the end 
of the hall. David motioned Steve and Lesseur 
back against the wall on one side at the head of 
the stairs. He flattened himself against the wall 
on the opposite side. The sound of heavy boots 
pounding on steel plate grew steadily louder. 

Just as the two guards reached the top, David 
stuck out his foot. The one in front fell sprawling, 
and his machine gun went sliding down the hall. 
The second guard stumbled over his companion 
and crashed into the wall, but he did not lose his 
footing. His gun fired accidentally, and bullets 
sprayed off the floor, ceiling, and walls, rico- 
cheting back and forth off the heavy steel plating. 

One flying fragment grazed David’s helmet 
and struck sparks in the wall above his head. 
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Another spent bullet hit Lesseur in the thigh, 
inflicting a painful, but not serious, flesh wound. 
Steve threw himself flat and covered his head with 
his arms. A bounding slug just missed him and 
hit the fallen alien in the throat, slicing open his 
jugular vein. 

He died after one choking, bubbling scream, 
and vanished in fire and glowing ashes. 

David jumped at the second guard and kicked 
the gun out of his hand. He dealt him a karate 
blow to the Adam’s apple with the edge of one 
hand. The guard gagged and collapsed, holding 
his damaged windpipe. 

Leaning back against the wall, Lesseur held his 
bleeding leg with one hand. With the butt of his 
machine gun held snugly under his armpit, he 
aimed the muzzle with his free hand. Without 
hesitating, he sent a short burst into the remain- 
ing guard. The strange fire flared up spon- 
taneously around the still form, and in seconds 
he, too, was gone the way of his companion. 

Steve got to his feet shakily. “You didn’t bat an 
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eye when you killed him, Paul,” he said accus- 
ingly. “He was helpless. You didn’t have to kill 
him. It’s inhuman!” 

Lesseur lifted one eyebrow and responded 
coldly. “Inhuman? No, Stephen, it is no more 
inhuman than treading on the head of a deadly 
snake. These creatures aren’t human. They are 
fiends in human disguise.” 

“No time to get finicky, Steve,” David said 
sharply. “There are still two more of them to 
flush out, and after all this ruckus, they'll be 
expecting us. They’re probably setting up an am- 
bush right now.” He looked to Lesseur. 

“Paul, you know this place better than I do. 
Where would they be most likely to set up a trap?” 

“The main operational control booth,” Lesseur 
said. “That’s on the ground floor, down this stair- 
case.” 

“Is that where the locks are controlled from?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then that’s where we have to get, ambush or 
no ambush. PII lead the way. Paul, you'd better 
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brief Steve and me on what to do, just in case 
they get you.” He looked at Lesseur’s blood- 
soaked trouser leg. “Maybe the next time you 
won't be so lucky.” 

“That is true,” Lesseur said grimly. “Stephen, 
you must be familiar with the operation of the 
dam. After all, you helped build it.” 

“Most of my work was connected with the con- 
struction of the hydroelectric power plant,” Steve 
said. 

Lesseur grunted. “No matter. It is a relatively 
simple thing to throw the dam wide open. There 
is one emergency switch inside a glass case— 
a single master control that opens up all the locks 
at once at top speed. That way the reservoir can 
be emptied rapidly in case a hidden structural 
weakness shows up in the dam.” 

David looked at his wristwatch. It was 5:30 a.m. 
Outside, daylight would be lighting up the jungle 
and the valley. And in the valley hundreds of 
aliens, newly arrived from their long trip through 
space, would be methodically settling in count- 
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less regeneration chambers, eager to assume thei 


human forms. 

David started down the stairs, filled with a 
sense of desperate urgency and one small speck 
of hope. 


£0. Beaten at His Own Game 


THE OPERATIONAL control booth was located at 
the end of a narrow corridor. The remaining two 
alien guards were posted just inside the doorway, 
one on each side. The instant David and the 
others appeared, they were greeted by a hail of 
machine-gun bullets. They ducked around a 
corner just in time. 

“That’s one gauntlet we’re not going to run,” 
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David said in discouragement. “We wouldn’t 
stand a chance.” 

“Like shooting fish in a rain barrel,” Steve 
agreed. “Two men could hold off a hundred from 
that position.” 

“There must be another way into that room,” 
David said. 

“Not a chance,” Steve told him flatly. 

“Now, wait a minute, Stephen,” Lesseur con- 
tradicted him. “There’s a huge picture window 
overlooking the dam. Remember? Right over the 
switch and control board.” 

“Yeah, that’s right,” Steve said. “But do you 
remember there’s a straight drop of fifty feet on 
that side into a gully?” 

Lesseur scratched his chin. “Yes. .. well, Tai 
going outside to have a look around. You two 
keep shooting to hold their full attention.” 

A dark green dawn dimly lit the jungle outside 
the blockhouse. Dew dripped in a steady stream 
from the lush foliage. The air smelled rich and 
sweet in Lesseur’s nostrils. He walked around the 
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side of the cement structure facing the dam and 
the valley. There was a sheer drop as Steve had 
said there was. He walked around to the opposite 
side and surveyed the terrain. Standing on the 
edge of the bluff beside the building, he looked 
down. About three feet below the edge there was 
a shelf of rock that ran halfway across the length 
of the blockhouse. It was no more than four inches 
wide. 

Lesseur lowered himself gingerly over the rim, 
feeling for the shelf with his toes. There was just 
enough room for him to stand on the balls of his 
feet. All along the bottom of the building thick 
tropical roots pushed their way up out of the 
soil. They provided firm handholds for Lesseur 
as he made his way slowly along the shelf. He 
held on with his left hand. His right hand held 
the submachine gun, the stock tucked underneath 
his armpit. 

Lesseur was six feet, two inches tall. His eyes 
just cleared the sill of the big picture window 
that stretched almost the length of the building 


ee Å 


174 THE INVADERS 


on that side. Through the glass, he could see the 
two guards, one on each side of the doorway. Their 
backs were to him. When he reached what he felt 
was a good vantage point, he jammed the steel 
barrel of the gun as hard as he could against the 
glass. A great triangle of plate glass shattered and 
fell into the room. 

The guards whirled around, astonished at this 
unexpected attack from the rear. Lesseur shoved 
the gun barrel through the gap and rested it 
on the sill. Bullets zinged overhead as the guards 
began to fire at him. A shower of glass fragments 
rained on top of him as the remainder of the pic- 
ture window was shattered by the gunfire. Lesseur 
shielded his eyes and started firing his own gun 
blindly, sweeping it in a wide arc to cover the 
whole room. 

He was rewarded by a scream of pain. But his 
elation was short-lived. Suddenly there was a dull 
click as the hammer struck on an empty chamber. 
He had run out of ammunition! He looked into 
the room and saw one guard. The helmet and 
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gun of the other guard lay on the floor. Lesseur 
guessed his volley had killed him and that he 
had dematerialized. 

Realizing that Lesseur’s weapon was empty, 
the other guard ran over to the window and 
looked down at Lesseur. His eyes were as deadly 
as a snake’s. With deliberation he lifted his 
weapon and sighted along the barrel. 

Lesseur did not flinch. 

Then, an instant before the alien’s finger 
tightened on the trigger, Lesseur saw David Vin- 
cent appear in the doorway across the room. 
David squeezed off a volley, shooting from the 
hip. The guard let go of his gun and reared back, 
screaming and clutching at the small of his back. 
A second volley sent him sprawling across the 
dam control board. His dying eyes stared into 
Lesseur’s, and the young engineer saw, or thought 
he saw, reflected in their depths, a vague image of 
the monster that lurked inside this human form. 
He shuddered and closed his eyes. When he 


opened them again, there was only a swirl of dust 
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lying. 

David rushed over to the window and extended 
his hand. “Good work, Paul,” he said. “Here, 
let me help you in the window.” 

“No, I think not,” Lesseur said in a strange 
voice. “TIl go back the way I came. I want to 
have a look around and see if there are any more 
of them coming up the road from the valley.” 

“Well, make it quick,” David said impatiently. 
“It’s daylight. We’ve got to get those floodgates 
open.” 

He turned around and faced Steve. “Paul will 
be here in a few minutes. He’s scouting around 
outside.” 

“Dave!” Steve gripped David’s arm in a vise- 
like hold. There was a sense of alarm and ur- 
gency in his voice that frightened David. 

“Whats wrong, Steve?” he asked. 

“Weve got to do the job ourselves, before he 
gets in here.” 

“Why?” 
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“Because he’s one of chem!” 

“Paul Lesseur? You must be crazy!” 

“I only wish I were,” Steve said grimly. “But 
it’s the truth. I’ve suspected it for quite a while, 
but I didn’t have any proof until he began in- 
structing us about how to operate the emergency 
master control switch.” 

He walked over to an instrument panel on a 
side wall and pointed to a large, green-handled 
switch enclosed by a glass case. 

“This is the switch he told us would open all 
the locks at the same time. He was lying. This 
switch is an emergency circuit breaker to cut off 
all power to the dam’s machinery in the event of 
a sudden overload on the generators. If we threw 
that switch, the whole operation of the dam would 
stop. And it could only be reset at the plant itself!” 

David’s mind was spinning. “But, Steve, you 
said yourself you weren’t too familiar with the 
operational machinery of the dam.” 

Steve seemed to be all confidence and efficiency 
now, in contrast to his former attitude. 
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“I only said that to bait him—make him play 
his game until he goofed. And he did. I know as 
much about running this operation as he does. 
Maybe more. Here’s the master control switch.” 

He went over to a small panel on which there 
was a single switch, a double lever with a bright 
red handle. He put a hand on it. 

“But I beat him at his own game, David. Now 
nothing can stop us!” 

Before he could pull the handle, Lesseur leaped 
through the doorway, machine gun blazing. The 
blast of slugs sent Steve spinning across the room, 
crashing into the wall. He gasped and held his 
chest, then slid down slowly to a sitting position. 

David was shocked and outraged. “So Steve 
was right about you, Lesseur!” 

He swung his gun in Lesseur’s direction. To 
his surprise, Lesseur put his hands high in the air, 
pointing his gun at the ceiling. 

“Wait, David!” he shouted, “You're wrong. 
Look!” 

David’s gaze swung back to Steve. His friend 
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moaned, shuddered, and then his head fell loosely 
to one side. David had often heard and read the 
expression, “My hair stood on end!” Now he ex- 
perienced the weird and terrifying phenomenon 
personally. His hair tingled, bristled, and actually 
felt as if it were standing out on his head like a 
porcupine’s quills. The sweat on his body seemed 
to freeze into ice crystals. He could not believe 
what he was seeing. 

Stephen Flaherty’s body shimmered through a 
curtain of glowing fire. It blackened, shrank, and 
gradually faded away. There was nothing left. 

David gasped. “Steve! He was the one! One 
of them!” 

“Yes, he was an alien,” Lesseur said quietly. 
“An identical copy of your friend.” 

David shook his head to clear it. “I said it once 
in jest. I said, ‘Even you could be one of them, 
Steve!’ And all the while it was true. When did 
you first suspect it, Paul?” 

“I don’t know exactly. There is a madness and 


horror about everything. You get so you begin 
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to suspect everybody. Isn’t that so? Truthfully, 
you were willing to believe Steve when he said 
that I was one of them, weren’t you?” 

“I was,” David admitted. “When you’ve been 
fighting the aliens as long as I have, you see them 
in every new face you meet. But Steve! I was so 
sure of him.” 

“Yes, because he was your old friend. They use 
things like that very cleverly. He wasn’t my 
friend, so I could be more objective about him. 
There were many little things about him that 
puzzled me since we began this mission last 
night.” 

“What kind of things?” 

“When he suggested to the General that he 
drive into the valley in his command car and 
inspect the installations there for himself. It was 
a stupid idea, but Steve Flaherty was not a stupid 
man. That started me wondering about him. 

“Another time was when we were prisoners 
in that room and I had the idea to use the mattress 
springs for an electric grillwork. He said it could 
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not be done, that it wouldn’t work.” 

“Yes,” David said, remembering other things 
about Steve. “He was constantly trying to put 
down our morale. He kept saying we were 
finished, beaten.” 

“Yes, and he wanted us to fly back to Nova 
Costa in the helicopter instead of attacking them 
Heres 

“He was quick to accuse General Manuelo of 
being one of them,” David said. He frowned. “It 
was so logical. The General was the only one of 
us out of touch with the others long enough to 
have had the time to send the aliens a warning 
message.” 

“I thought that for a while myself,” Lesseur 
admitted. “Then I began to think how it was 
when we were marching through the black forest 
last night.” 

David got it immediately. “Of course! Steve 
was carrying the shortwave transmitter then!” 

“Right. It was the easiest thing in the world 
for him to fall behind the others in the column 
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and to send an SOS to them. In the darkness it 
was most unlikely that we would notice his 
absence.” Lesseur shook his head. “He must have 
been assigned to stay with us—break our morale 
in every way possible—do anything necessary to 
stop us, short of killing you. They want you alive 
because your death might make the world begin 
to believe what you’ve been saying.” 

“We can rehash it all later, Paul,” David said 
impatiently. “Now, let’s get on with what we have 
to do.” 

“Right.” Lesseur indicated the red-handled 
switch which Steve had been about to push. “That 
is the circuit breaker. If he had thrown it, our 
last hope would have been smashed. Now, we 
shall see.” 

He walked over to the green switch, broke the 
protective glass with the muzzle of his gun, and 
pulled the handle. 

David held his breath. His heart raced. For an 
eternity, it seemed to him, nothing changed. He 
looked out the window in terrible anxiety. 
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Then he felt the trembling underfoot. It was 
like the start of an earthquake. The mirror-like 
surface of the man-made lake beyond the gully 
began to kick up. Whitecaps trembled on top of 
the water. They grew to choppy waves, and a 
loud rumbling rose to a steady roar. 

“There she goes!” Lesseur cried out in relief. 

A great tidal wave, over three hundred feet 
long, hurtled out from the face of the west side of 
the big dam. It fell majestically into the valley 
below. David was awed by the spectacle. As he 
looked down, he was reminded of the boiling 
cauldron at the base of Niagara Falls. The water 
writhed and leaped like a living thing, an angry 
thing! 

Then a solid wall of water, at least thirty feet 
high, rushed down the valley, engulfing every- 
thing in its path. Far below, they could see doll- 
size figures running frantically around the aliens’ 
regeneration center. 

The tidal wave swept away the steel fence and 
the buildings as if they were made of match- 
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sticks and paper. In seconds it obliterated every- 
thing and rolled on down the valley toward the 
tiny silvery disks lined up in a row much farther 
away. 

“There go their spaceships,” David said with 
satisfaction as the wave covered them. 

“David, look at that car!” Lesseur shouted in 
his ear above the roaring of the water pouring 
over the dam. 

David did not see it at first. Finally, when the 
morning sun beaming in from the east reflected 
on it, David glimpsed the car. On the west slope 
of the valley a road rose steeply to the high land. 
The car was on this road about half a mile away 
from where they were. It was speeding in a des- 
perate race to get away from the rapidly rising 
water. It seemed to David that the occupants of 
the car must lose the race as the raging flood 
reached what seemed to be a foot’s distance from 
the car’s wheels. 

Then the grade steepened abruptly, and the car 
was able to climb faster than the water. It pulled 
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away. Five feet. Ten feet. Soon it was evident that 
whoever was in the car was going to make it. 
Whoever was in the car. Who was in the car? 
The question bothered David. He looked at 
Lesseur. 
“Let’s take the helicopter and follow them.” 
Lesseur nodded. “Let’s go.” 
Limping on his injured leg, he hobbled after 
David to the roof. 


Al. Unsung Hero 


THE HELICOPTER roared up from the roof of the 
blockhouse and circled high above the flooded 
valley. There was no sign that any creature had 
ever inhabited the area. From time to time David 
spotted a piece of floating debris—but no bodies. 

“There never are any bodies,” he said with bit- 
terness. “No tangible proof. When we tell the 
world what happened here, they'll all laugh and 
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say, ‘More of Vincent’s science fiction again.’” 

Lesseur was determined. “What about the ones 
who are left in the power plant and the other 
control center?” 

David gazed down at the buildings at the other 
side of the dam. “They'll fade into the jungle or 
mix with the native population until they can 
make contact with another group cell of invaders 
who can provide the regular regeneration treat- 
ments they need to survive on earth.” 

“And if they can’t make contact?” 

David shrugged. “Then they'll destroy them- 
selves before they can revert to their original form 
and disappear in a puff of fire and smoke.” 

“Well, I saw them!” Lesseur said. “I can testify 
that everything you have ever said about them 
is the truth.” 

David smiled sadly. “You’re a good man, Paul. 
But are you very sure you want to join the club? 
Are you prepared to sacrifice your career, your 
reputation, and your good name to chase a will-o’- 
the-wisp?” 
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“President Phillipe will stand back of us, David. 
You can count on him.” 

David sighed. “I’m afraid not. Even if he be- 
lieves everything we tell him, he won’t commit 
himself before the rest of the world. A head of 
state can’t afford to hold himself up to ridicule, 
especially the President of a new nation like yours 
that is struggling to take its place in the world 
community. No, Paul, don’t count too much on 
his support.” 

Lesseur was silent. And in his thoughtful, 
sensitive face David could recognize the first signs 
of self-doubt and uncertainty. 

The helicopter swiftly overtook the fleeing car. 
It had cleared the valley and was racing along a 
road that twisted through thick forest in the direc- 
tion of the mountain heartland of the country. 

“This road leads to a rock quarry. The work 
there was abandoned by governmental decree 
when this area was declared off limits two months 
ago,” Paul said. 

“Possibly there is a secondary alien base at the 
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quarry,” David suggested. “We had better close 
in on them before they get there.” He put a fresh 
clip of ammunition in his submachine gun. 

Paul jockeyed the stick and took the helicopter 
zooming in low over the speeding car, a long, 
sleek, black limousine. 

“Get up ahead of them,” he instructed Paul. “I 
want to get a look through the windshield.” 

The copter shot past the car and took a position 
about twenty-five yards ahead of it. They were 
very low, and David could clearly see the two 
men sitting in the front seat. 

“Weve got ourselves a prize catch!” he shouted 
to Paul above the roar of the rotors. “President 
Santoz and Ambassador Delacorte—their impos- 
tors, that is!” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Positive. The one who looks like Delacorte is 
driving. There’s someone else in the backseat, but 
I can’t make out who he is. It looks like he’s tied 
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up. 
“What do we do now?” Paul asked. 


ii ~~ 


DAM OF DEATH 1S 


“Angle the ship around so I can get a shot at 
the car. Pm going to try to blow their tires.” 

It was not easy for Paul to maneuver the big 
helicopter into a sideways position that would 
give David shooting room. He had to keep up 
with the breakneck speed of the çar and execute 
continual sharp turns to follow the zigzagging 
road. Finally, though, David saw his opportunity. 
Sighting along the barrel of the machine gun, he 
pressed the trigger and held it. 

The slugs kicked up the dirt in front of the 
limousine. He elevated the barrel slightly and 
swept it from side to side. A tire blew. The radia- 
tor sprouted a dozen leaks. The big car careened 
from side to side, out of control. 

“Bull’s-eye!” David sang out. 

A hundred feet farther on, the car plunged into 
a ditch at the side of the road and rolled over 
against a tree. 

“Take it down, quick!” David yelled to Paul. 

Paul made a rough landing about another hun- 
dred yards down the road. David leaped out and 
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ran toward the wreck, his machine gun ready. 

The upturned wheels were still spinning when 
he got there, but the passengers were gone. Lesseur 
came up, limping on his wounded leg. 

“Rotten luck!” Paul cursed. He indicated the 
heavy foliage. “They’re somewhere in there, but 
we have as much chance of finding them as find- 
ing a needle in a haystack.” 

“They must be heading for the quarry on foot,” 
David said. “How much farther is it?” 

“About a half mile, by the road. It will take 
them longer if they try to stay in the cover of the 
forest.” 

“They'll have to stay under cover,” David said. 
“Come on, we'll take the road and head them 
off.” 

They started to turn away when they heard 
a low moan from somewhere inside the wrecked 
car. David got down on his knees and knocked 
the shattered glass out of a side window. He poked 
his head inside the car. 


“Its General Manuelo!” he called out to 
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Lesseur. “He’s wedged underneath the backseat. 
No wonder we couldn’t see him. Give me a hand, 
Paul,” 

It was not easy to extricate the General, but at 
last they pulled him out of the car. He was bound 
hand and foot, and there were some small cuts 
on his face, Otherwise he was in fair shape. 
He revived quickly after they untied him. 

“T thought I was a dead man,” he told them. 
“The two who replaced President Santoz and 
Ambassador Delacorte were visiting the regenera- 
tion center last night. It was a very special occa- 
sion. You were right, Señor Vincent. There were 
hundreds of them there who were to be regen- 
erated into human form today.” 

“There were!” Lesseur said with a happy grin. 
“They’re all washed away like filth down a 
sewer now.” 

“A miracle!” General Manuelo said with great 
reverence. 

“We'll tell you all about it later, when we have 
more time. Right now we have to catch up to 
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those two. Think you're fit to travel, General?” 

“If I had two broken legs I would crawl after 
those pigs!” the General said angrily. “They must 
be caught before they reach their ship.” 

“Ship?” David said tersely. “So that’s it! They 
must have one of their saucers standing by in 
reserve at the quarry.” 

“A big ship,” the General said. “They were 
going to take me there and drain out all the infor- 
mation I possess about the Terra Costan armed 
forces with some kind of a brain-probing machine. 
Then they were going to kill me and have one 
of their impostors take my place. I think the plan 
was for him to rally the soldiers and take over the 
government in Cortez.” 

“A military junta!” David said grimly. “Then 
they'd still hold control of the dam!” 

“And start all over again,” Lesseur said. 
“They’re like spiders, aren’t they? You break one 
web and they start to build another one. So patient 
and so determined. They never give up.” 

“Never!” David echoed. “Come on. We have 
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no time to waste. Let’s find that alien saucer 
before they do!” 

They had gone only a short way when General 
Manuelo turned and ran back to the overturned 
car. He rummaged inside the front seat and re- 
turned with a grenade in each hand. 

“They left these behind when they ran off,” he 
said with a tense smile. “We may have use for 
them.” 

The three of them went on along the road in 
the direction of the quarry as fast as Lesseut’s 
injured leg would permit. They kept as close as 
they could to the trees on the side of the road. 

Around a bend the grade rose sharply to a high 
knoll. 

“The quarry is just over the top of the hill,” 
Lesseur said. “In a shallow basin.” 

“Then we had better take cover,” David sug- 
gested. “They may have scouts out.” 

They left the road and plunged into the dense 
foliage, working their way up cautiously to the 
ridge that overlooked the quarry. The terrain 
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on the top of the ridge was rocky and bare. David 
stopped at the edge of the forest. 

“Better crawl the rest of the way on our bellies,” 
he told them. 

They hit the dirt like combat infantrymen and 
snaked across the open ground to the rim of the 
ridge. David looked over the top. The quarry was 
an enormous pit scooped out of the solid rock 
of the mountaintop. Its slopes were littered with 
huge slabs of granite and chunky boulders. The 
alien spaceship lay on a clear, flat plateau about 
two hundred yards beneath them. Its smooth sur- 
faces were of a silvery iridescent metal that played 
tricks on the human eye. It seemed to pulsate with 
a life of its own. It was impossible to stare at it 
for more than a few minutes without becoming 
dizzy. 

The General was eager for action. “We must 
find a way to destroy that ship,” he said with 
emotion. “It is a nest of vipers.” 

“Not much chance of that, General,” David 
said with regret. “I know how you feel, but we 
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wouldn’t stand a chance against them. They may 
have twenty or thirty in the crew. No, our aim 
is limited. We want to capture alive the two im- 
personating Santoz and Delacorte. If we can bring 
in two of them for interrogation and physical 
examination, the world will have to believe us. 
It will be proof that there are aliens from another 
galaxy whose goal is to undermine and enslave 
Earth.” 

Lesseur held up a hand for silence. “T think I 
hear them coming,” he whispered. 

They ran back down the slope to the trees and 
waited. The sound of bodies crashing through the 
thick brush came closer. 

“They're coming this way, all right,” David 
said. He and Lesseur crouched behind a big bush, 
while the General pressed himself out of sight 
against the bole of a huge tree. Gently David 
stroked the trigger of his submachine gun. 

The unsuspecting impostors were almost on top 
of them when, without warning, the General 
shouted something and hurled himself at David 
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them rolled over into a hollow. An instant later 
a pencil-thin beam of dazzling light struck the 
bush where they had been standing, disintegrating 
it in a flash of fire. 

“Up there!” General Manuelo pointed at the 
ridge. Four figures dressed in tight black cos- 
tumes that resembled frogmen’s suits were ad- 
vancing slowly toward them from the top of the 
ridge. David recognized their strange weapons. 

“Keep your heads down,” he warned the 
others. “Those death-ray guns can pulverize a 
man in the wink of an eye. They work on the 
same principle as our lasers, but they’re far 
superior.” 

Two more of the deadly rays buzzed over 
them, cutting down trees and shrubbery in back 
of the hollow. David and the General replied with 
bursts of machine-gun fire. One of the black 
figures collapsed on the ground and was promptly 
consumed by fire. The other three took cover 
behind boulders and a fallen tree trunk. 
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on for several minutes without further casualties. 
Then they heard a shrill whistling, so high- 
pitched that it was barely audible to the human 
ear. Immediately the invaders broke off the fight 
and ran back over the top of the ridge. 

“Come on! Weve got to stop them!” David 
shouted and leaped to his feet. “While they had 
us pinned down, our two pigeons must have 
slipped past us and made their way back to the 
spaceship.” 

He ran up the slope with Lesseur and General 
Manuelo right behind him. The three aliens in 
the black suits were halfway to the ship by the 
time the others reached the top of the ridge. 
They threw themselves down on the ground and 
shot at them with the submachine guns. One of 
the aliens fell and tumbled down the rocky grade. 
His body was vaporized even before it stopped 
rolling. The other two made it safely to the space- 
ship. 

With despair David watched them climb up 
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the ladder into the hatch in the underbelly of the 
ship. 

“It’s no use,” he said. “We can’t stop them 
now.” 

General Manuelo was in a rage. He continued 
to spray the alien spaceship with bullets that 
ricocheted off its super-hard skin like hailstones 
bouncing off a tin roof. When the gun was empty, 
he hurled it away. 

“They will not escape!” he growled. 

“General Manuelo! What do you think you’re 
doing?” David shouted as the General got to his 
feet and started down the far slope toward the 
saucer. 

“Come back!” Lesseur shouted. “They'll kill 
you!” He started to rise. “I’m going after him,” 
he told David. 

“Don’t be a fool!” David said and pulled him 
down. “They won’t kill him. He’s playing right 
into their hands. Doesn’t he understand that?” 

He cupped his hands to his mouth and pleaded 
with the General. “The aliens want to take you 
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prisoner! They'll probe your brain. Remember? 
Come back.” 

The General continued walking toward the 
ship with the slow, mechanical strides of a robot. 
His arms were stiff and straight at his sides. 

“His mind must have snapped,” Lesseur said. 
He looked at David and said through thin, blood- 
less lips, “We can’t let him be taken prisoner.” 

There was no need for him to explain his mean- 
ing. It was all too evident to David. In their power, 
General Manuelo could be effectively turned into 
a lethal weapon against the human race. David 
had a horrifying vision of an alien general, wear- 
ing General Manuelo’s face, sitting at the head 
of a military junta in the Terra Costan capitol. 

“No, we can’t let them have him,” he said. 

Lesseur was already zeroing in his gunsights on 
General Manuelo’s back. He had almost reached 
the spaceship. As Lesseur’s finger was tightening 
on the trigger, David laid a restraining hand on 
his shoulder. 

“Don’t!” he said. “We should have known 
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better, Paul. Look. His back pockets!” 

Lesseur focused his eyes on the two grenades 
bulging out of General Manuelo’s pants’ pockets. 
They were stuffed into the back pockets out of 
sight of anyone looking at him from the aliens’ 
viewpoint. 

As General Manuelo mounted the metal board- 
ing stairs under the saucer, his hands slid up fur- 
tively to his hips, went behind his back, and re- 
moved the grenades from his pockets. The last 
act they saw him perform before he disappeared 
into the spaceship was to whip the grenades up to 
his mouth and pull their pins with his teeth. 

“We'd better get out of here!” David shouted. 

The two of them went scrambling down the 
hill in the direction of the forest. 

The ground suddenly seemed to lurch out from 
under their feet as if a giant hand were shaking 
it. They sprawled flat, and the most tremendous 
explosion either of them had ever heard rolled 
across the top of the jungle in shock waves that 
rustled and bent the trees. David glanced back 
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and saw a column of fire shoot up from the quarry 
basin and climb into the sky as high as he could 
see. 

They remained lying on the ground for sev- 
eral minutes, waiting for the trembling earth to 
quiet itself. 

“All clear,” David said wryly. He got up and 
began walking up to the ridge. 

Lesseur was nervous. “The General’s grenades 
must have touched off their nuclear power plant. 
What about the danger of radioactivity?” 

David shook his head. “You forget, the aliens 
are of a superior intelligence. Their reactors pro- 
duce clean fission. It’s a lucky thing for us this 
mountain is made of solid rock. It funneled the 
blast straight up.” 

The view from the top of the ridge was awe- 
some. What had been a shallow basin was now a 
hole that plunged deep into the earth. It was at 
least a mile to the bottom, David judged. 

The spaceship and all of its occupants had 
vanished. 
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eur’s voice choked with emotion. “A brave 
General Manuelo. Terra Costa—the whole 
d—will never realize how much they owe 
“No, and that’s the tragedy,” David said bit- 
ly. “They'll never know.” 


12. The Story Behind the Story 


Two pays LATER David Vincent sat once more 
in the drawing room of Mrs. Sandra Delacorte’s 
mansion in Westchester, New York. 

She listened in horrified fascination as he told 
her the true story of what had happened in Terra 
Costa. 

“Poor General Manuelo.” Her voice was soft 
in sympathy. “He was one of the finest and noblest 
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men I ever met anywhere.” 

“And an unsung hero in the secret war against 
the invaders, Mrs. Delacorte,” David said. “You 
don’t want him to have died in vain, do you, 
ma'am?” 

Sandra was genuinely distressed. “Mr. Vin- 
cent—David—I want to help. You know I do. 
But how?” 

“You could come with me to the authorities. 
Back up my story that an alien was impersonating 
your husband for almost two months—an enemy 
agent posing as the United States Ambassador to 
Terra Costa. If you and I together can convince 
the authorities of that, just think what it will 
mean.” 

She sighed. “Mr. Vincent, you seem to forget 
that I kept saying that man was not my husband 
a long time before you suspected it was so. They 
all shook their heads and said I was a hysterical 
female. Dr. Kahn . . . you’ve spoken to him. You 
know what he thinks of me. A neurotic wife who 
is trying to rationalize why she was spurned by 
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her husband for another woman. No, Mr. Vin- 
cent; I’m sorry. Don’t you see? My testimony 
would only make you appear even more ridicu- 
lous. We'd both be declared insane.” 

David sank back on the couch, utterly defeated 
by her argument. She was right. He knew it. It 
would be regarded as simply one lunatic swearing 
to the word of another lunatic. 

“You do see it, don’t you, David?” 

He smiled sadly. “I’m afraid I do,” he answered, 
but he continued to grope for straws. “What about 
the girl, your companion?” 

“Jean Taylor? She never came back from Terra 
Costa.” 

It was the slimmest lead, but it was the only 
thing he had to go on. 

“She may still be down there in Cortez, waiting 
to make contact with other aliens,” he decided. 
“Or she may have perished in the flood. But some- 
how I don’t think so. Anyway, it’s a lead.” 

“You mean you'll go back there?” Sandra 
asked, startled. 
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“Tve got to pick up the trail somewhere. It’s 
as good a place as any right now. I’ll patrol those 
streets day and night. TIl recognize her if I see 
her. And then... .” He shrugged. 

Sandra clasped her arms over her chest and 
shuddered. “It’s so terrible—so terrifying. Never 
knowing if one of them is sitting across from you 
in a restaurant or’—she glanced around nerv- 
ously and lowered her voice—“even working in 
your own home. David, there is hope, isn’t there? 
They won’t win, will they?” 

“They will win,” he told her brutally, “unless 
the people of this planet wake up.” 

He stood up and held out his hand. “I have to 
be going, Mrs. Delacorte.” 

She smiled. “Please call me Sandra. I want us 
to be good friends, David. I will see you again?” 

“I think so.” He squeezed her hand and re- 
turned her smile. “On second thought, you can 
count on it. Pll get in touch with you after my 
tour of duty in Terra Costa.” 

At the door he turned. “And, Sandra. . . . Yes, 
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there is hope. That’s very important. Never give 
up hope.” 

Later, in the jetliner winging its way toward 
the Caribbean, David read the newspaper accounts 
of the recent turmoil in Terra Costa. They 
sounded so innocent, so complacent. 

There had been a twenty-four-hour revolution. 
Unidentified members of President Santoz’ gov- 
ernment, fearing the President’s extremist policy 
toward neighboring Nova Costa with regard to 
the Santoz-Phillipe Dam, had overthrown Santoz 
in a lightning coup. The revolutionaries had timed 
their strike to coincide with the President’s inspec- 
tion tour of the dam and the new industrial con- 
struction in the Santoz-Phillipe Valley. Informa- 
tion from the area was all very vague. Reports 
were frequently contradictory. From what the 
news sources could piece together, it appeared that 
a band of hotheaded revolutionaries had seized 
control of the dam and opened the gates to flood 
the valley while the President and his party were 
inspecting there. All of them had been drowned, 
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including the United States Ambassador, Lyman 
Delacorte, who had accompanied President San- 
toz on his tour of the damsite. 

One sentence made David snort. “As yet the 
bodies of President Santoz and Ambassador Dela- 
corte have not been recovered.” 

And never would be, David thought. Hope 
flickered inside him. Surely, if those bodies were 
never recovered, that would make the authorities 
wonder. 

The hope burned brighter as he spied another 
small item in a column off to one side of the 
page. 

“The entire affair has a mysterious, unreal at- 
mosphere surrounding it. The natives in the back- 
hills country have been telling some weird tales 
about the recent goings-on around the Santoz- 
Phillipe Dam and Valley. Ghosts in the forest. 
Lights in the sky. Who knows, this might be 
right up the alley of our favorite flying-saucer 
expert, David Vincent. I’m joking of course. ... 
Well... maybe I’m not!” 


212 THE INVADERS 


David jotted down the name of the colur 
It was possible, just possible, that he could « 


another recruit in his never-ending war a 
the invaders. 


Whitman CLASSICS 


The Hound of the 
Baskervilles 


Tales to Tremble By 
More Tales to Tremble By 


Seven Great Detective 
Stories 


Black Beauty 

Tales From Arabian Nights 
Little Women 

The Call of the Wild 


Tom Sawyer 
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Robin Hood 


The Wonderful Wizard 
of Oz 


Robinson Crusoe 


Wild Animals I Have 
Known 


The War of the Worlds 
Stand By for Adventure 
Huckleberry Finn 


Alice in Wonderland 
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Whitman ADVENTURE 
and MYSTERY Books 


SPORTS STORIES 
Throw the Long Bomb! 
Hot Rod Road 


THE POWER BOYS 


The Burning Ocean 
The Vanishing Lady 
The Million-Dollar Penny 


ADVENTURE TALES 


Tarzan of the Apes 
The Return of Tarzan 


Tarzan and the City 
of Gold 


Tarzan and the Lost Safari 
The Space Eagle 
Walt Disney 
The Gnome-Mobile 
Blackbeard’s Ghost 
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TELEVISION FAVORITES 


Bonanza 
Killer Lion 
Treachery Trail 


Garrison’s Gorillas 


Lassie 
Secret of Smelters’ Cave 
Secret of the Summer 
Bristlecone Pine 
Wild Mountain Trail 


The Monkees 
Rat Patrol 
Star Trek 


Man From U.N.C.L.E. 
Gunrunners’ Gold 
Gentle Saboteur 


I Spy 

F Troop 

The Invaders 
The Big Valley 
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